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S H I R L E Y. 



CHAPTER I. 

Wbich the genteel reader ig recommended to skip, low persons being 

bere introduced. 

The evening was still and wann; close and sultry 
it even promised to become. Round the descending 
sun the clouds glowed purple: summer tints, rather 
Indian than English, suffused the horizon, and cast 
rosy reflections on hill-side, house-front, tree-bole; on 
winding road, and undulatiug pasture-ground. The 
two girls came down from the fields slowly: by the tlme 
they reached the churchyard the bells were hushed; 
the multltudes were gathered within the church: the 
whole scene was solitary. 

'^How pleasant and calm it is!" said Caroline. 

"And how hot it will be in the church!" responded 
Shirley; "and what a dreary long speech Dr. Boultby 
will make! and how the Curates will hamm^r over 
their prepared orations! For my part, I would rather 
not enter." 

"But my uncle will be angry, if he observes our 
absence." 

"1 will bear the brunt of bis wrath: he will not 
devonr me. I shall be sorry to miss bis pungent 
Speech. I know it will be all sense lot 1\v^C^x<^^ 
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and all causticity forSchism: he '11 not forget tlie battle 
of Boyd-lane. I shall be sorry also to deprive you of 
Mr. Hall's sincere friendly homily, with all its racy 
Yorkshireisms; but here 1 must stay. The gray church 
and grayer tombs look divine with this crimson gleam 
on them. Nature is now at her evening prayers: she 
is kneeling before those red hüls. I see her prostrate 
on the great Steps of her altar, praying for a fair night 
for mariners at sea, for travellers in deserts, for lambs 
on moors, and unfledged birds in woods. Caroline, I 
See her! and I will teil you what she is like: she is 
like what £ve was when she and Adam stood alone 
on earth." 

"And that is not Milton's Eve, Shirley." 

"Milton's Eve! Milton's Eve! I repeat. No, by 
the pure Mother of God, she is not! Gary, we are 
alone: we may speak what we think. Milton waa 
great; but was he good? His brain was right; how was 
bis heart? He saw Heaven: he looked down on Hell. 
He saw Satan, and Sin his daughter, and Death their 
horrible ofifspring. Angels serried before him their 
battalions: the long lines of adamantine shieids flashed 
back on his blind eye-balls the unutterable splendor of 
heaven. Devils gathered their legions in his sight: 
their dim, discrowned, and tamished armies passed 
rank and üle before him. Milton tried to see the first 
woman; but, Gary, he saw her not." 

"You are hold to say so, Shirley." 

"Not more hold than faithful. It was his cook 
that he saw; or it was Mrs. Gill, as I have seen her, 
making custards, in the heat of summer, in the cool 
dairy, with rose-trees and nasturtiums about tke lat- 
tjceä Window, preparing a cold collation for the Bectors, 
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— preserves, and 'diilcet Creams' — puzzied 'what 
ehoice to choose for delicacj best; what order so con- 
trived as not to mix tastes, not well-joined, inelegant; 
but bring taste after taste, upheld with kindliest 
change.'" 

"All very well to% Shirley." 

^'1 would beg to remind him that the first men of 
the earth were Titans, and that Eve was their mother: 
from her sprang Saturn, Hyperion, Oceanus; she bore 
Prometheus — " 

"Pagan that you are! what does that signify?" 

"I say, there were giauts on the earth in those 
days: giants that strove to scale heaven. The first 
woman's breast that heaved with life on this world 
yielded the daring which couid contend with Omni- 
potence: the strength which could bear a thousand years 
öf bondage, — the vitality which could feed that vul- 
tore death through uncounted ages, — the unexhaüsted 
life and uncorrupted ezteÜence, sisters to immortality, 
which, after millenniums of crimes, struggles, and 
woes, could conceive and bring forth a Messiah. The 
first woman was heaven-born: vast was the heart 
whence gushed the well- spring of the blood of nations; 
and grand the undegenerate head where rested the 
cönsort-crown of creation." 

"She coveted an apple, and was cheated by a 
snake: but ypu have got such a hash of Scripture and 
mjrthology into your head that there is no making any 
Sense of you. You have not yet told me what you 
saw kneeling on those hills." 

"I saw — I now see ■ — a woman-Titan: her rohe 
of blue air spreads to the outskirts of the heath^ 'nvIv&t^ 
yonder fiock i8 grazing; a veil white a& an qn^^xv^^ 
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sweeps from her head to her feet, and arabesques of 
lightning flame on its borders. ^Under her breast I 
See her zone, purple like that horizon: througb its 
blush shines the star of evening. Her steady eyes I 
cannot picture; they are clear — they are deep as lakes 

— they are lifted and füll of wofship — they tremble 
with the softness of love and the lustre of prayer. Her 
forehead hos the expanse of a cloud, and is paler than 
the early moon, risen long before dark gathers: she 
reclines her bosom on the ridge of Stilbro' Moor; her 
mighty hands are joined beneath it. So kneeling, face 
to face she speaks with God. That Eve is Jehovah's 
daughter, as Adam was his son." 

"She is very vague and visionaryl Come, Shirley, 
we ought to go into church." 

"Caroline, I will not: I will stay out here with my 
mother Eve, in these days called Nature. I love her 

— undying, mighty being! Heaven may have faded 
from her brow when she feil in paradise; but all that 
is glorious on earth shines there still. She is taking 
me to her bosom, and showing me her heart. Hush, 
Caroline I you will see her and feel as I do, if we are 
both silent." 

"I will humour your whim; but you will begin 
talking again, ere ten minutes are over." 

Miss Keeldar, on whom the soft excitement of the 
warm summer evening seemed working with unwonted 
power, leaned against an upright headstone: she fixed 
her eyes on the deep-burning west, and sank into a 
pleasurable trance. Caroline, going a little apart, 
paced to and fro beneath the Eectory garden-wall, 
dreaming, too, in her way. Shirley had mentioned 
the Word "mother:" that word suggested to Caroline's 



LOW PERßOKS INTRODUCED. 5 

Imagination not the mighty and mystical parent of 
^ Shirley's visions, but a gentle human form — the form 
she ascribed to her own mother; unknown, unloved, 
but not unlonged-for. * 

"Oh, that the day would come when she would 
remember her child! Oh, that I might know her, and 
knowing, love her!" 

Such was her aspiration. 

The longing of her childhood fiUed her soul again. 
The desire which many a night had kept her awake in 
her crib, and which fear of its fallacy had of late years 
ahnost extinguished , relit suddenly, and glowed warm 
in her heart: that her mother might come some happy 
day, and send for her to her presence — look upon 
her fondly with loving eyes, and say to her tenderly, 
in a sweet voice: — 

"Caroline, my child, I have a home for you; you 
shall live with me. All the love you have needed, 
and not tasted, from infancy, I have saved for you 
carefuUy. Come! it shall cherish you now." 

A noise on the road roused Caroline from her filial 
hopes, and Shirley from her Titan visions. They 
listened, and heard the tramp of horses: they looked, 
and saw a glitter through the trees : they caught 
through the foliage glimpses of martial scarlet; heim 
shone, plume waved. Silent and orderly, six soldiers 
rode softly by. 

"The same we saw this afternoon," whispersed 
Shirley: "they have been halting somewhere tili now. 
They wish to be as little noticed as possible, and are 
seeking their rendezvous at this quiet hour, while the 
people are at church. Did I not say w^ ^VvovAÄl ^^^ 
unusual ihings ere long?" 
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Scarcely were sight and sound of the soldiers lost, 
when anotber and somewhat different difiturbance broke 
tbe nigbt-busb — a cbild's impatient scream. They 
looked: a man issued from tbe cburch, carrying in bis 
arms an infant — a robust, ruddy little boy, of some 
two years old — roaring with all the power of bis 
lungs; he had probably just awaked from a church- 
sleep: two little girls, of nine and ten, foUowed. The 
influence of the fresh air, and the attraction of some 
flowers gathered from a grave, soon quieted the cbild; 
the man sat down with bim, dandling bim on bis knee 
as tenderly as any woman; the two little girls took 
their places one on each side. 

"Good-evening, William," said Shirley, after due 
scrutiny of the man. He had seen her before, and 
apparently was waiting to be recognised; he now took 
off bis hat, and grinned a smile of pleasure. He was 
a rougb-headed, hard-featured personage, not old, but 
very weather-beaten ; bis attire was decent and clean, 
that of bis children isingularly neat: it was our old 
friend, Farren. The young ladies approached bim. 

"You are not going into the church?" he inquired, 
gazing at them complacently , yet with a mixture of 
bashfulness in bis look: a sentiment not by any means 
the result of awe of their Station, but only of appre- 
ciation of their elegance and youth. Before gentlemen 
— such as Moore or Heistone , for instance — William 
was often a little dogged; with proud or insolent ladies, 
too, h« was quite unmanageable, sometimes very re- 
sentful; but he was most sensible of, most tractable to, 
good*humour and civility. His nature — a stubborn 
one — was repelled by inflexibility in other natures; 
for wbicb reason, he had never been able to like his 



LOW PERSONS INT»ODDCED. 7 

fonner master, Moore; and, tinconscioas of tliat gentle- 
man's good opinion of himself, and of the Service he 
had secretly rendered him in recommending him as 
gardener to Mr. Yorke, and by this means to othef 
families in the neighbourhood, he continued to harbour 
a grudge against his austerlty. Latterly^ he had often 
worked at Fieldhead; Miss Keeldar's frauk, hospitable 
manners were perfectly charming to him. Caroline he 
had known from her childhood : uncondciously, she was 
his ideal of a lady. Her gentle mien, Step, gestures, 
her grace of ' person and attire, moved some artist- 
fibres about his peasant heart: he had a pleasure in 
looking at her, as he had in examining rare flowers, 
or in seeing pleasant landscapes. JBoth the ladies 
liked William: it was their delight to lend him books, 
to give him plants; and they preferred his conversation 
far before that of many coarse, hard, pretentious people, 
immeasurably higher in Station. 

"Who was speaking, William, when you came 
out?" asked Shirley. 

"A gentleman ye set a deal of störe on, Miss ' 
Shirley — Mr. Donne." 

"You look knowing, William. How did you find 
out my regard for Mr. Donne?" 

"Ay, Miss Shirley, there 's a gleg light i' your een 
sometimes which betrays you. You look raight down 
scornful sometimes, when Mr. Donne is by." 
"Do you like him yourself, William?" 
"Me? I 'm stalled o' t' Curates, and so is t' wife: 
they Ve no manners; they talk to poor folk fair as if 
they thought they were beneath them. Tl\^^ 't^ ^2^% 
m&gDifyin^^ tbßir ofßce: it is a pity >i\>X ^Jsi'OT ^NSüJä 
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could magnify them; bnt it does nought o' t' soart I 
fiair hate pride." 

"But you are proud in your own way yourself," 
interposed Caroline: "you are what you call house- 
proud; you like to have everything handsome about 
you: sometimes you look as if you were almost too 
proud to take your wages. When you were out of 
work, you were too proud to get anything on credit; 
but for your children, I believe you would rather have 
starved than gone to the shops without money; and 
when I wanted to give you something,* what a diffi- 
culty I had in making you take it!" 

"It is partly true, Miss Caroline: ony day I 'd 
ntther give than take, especially from sich as ye. 
Look at t' difference between us : y e 're a little, y oung, 
slender lass, and I'm a great, strong man: I'm rather 
more nor twice your age. It is not my part then, I 
think, to tak' fro' ye — to be under obligations (as 
they say) to ye; and that day ye came to our house, 
and called me to t' door, and orffered me five Shillings, 
which I doubt ye could ill spare, — for ye Ve no 
fortin', I know, — that day I was fair a rebel — a 
radical — an insurrectionist; and ye made me so. I 
thought it shameful that, willing and able as I was to 
work, I suld be i' puch a condition that a young 
cratur about the age o' my own eldest lass suld think 
it needful to come and offer me her bit o' brass." 

"I suppose you were angry with me, William?" 

"I almost was, in a way; but I forgave ye varry 

soon: ye meant well. Ay, / am proud, and so are 

ye\ but your pride and mine is t' raight mak' — what 

we call i' Yorkshire 'clean pride,' — such as Mr. 

Malone and Mr. Donne knov^a üOM^bt ahout: theirs 
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is mucky pride. Now, I shall teach my ksses to be 
as proud as Miss Shirley there, and my lads to be as 
proud as myseln; but I dare ony o' 'em to be like t' 
Curates: I 'd lick little Michael, if I seed bim show 
any signs o' that feeling." r 

"What is tbe difference, William?" 

"Ye know t' difference weel enow, but ye want 
me to get a gate o' talking. Mr. Malone and Mr. 
Donne is almost too proud to do aught for theirseFn; 
toe are almost too proud to let anybody do aught for 
US. T' CaratÄs can bardly bide to speak a civil word 
to them they think beneath them; we can hardly bide 
to tak' an uncivil word fro' them thatthinks themsel'n 
aboon us." , 

"Now, William, be humble enough to teil me truly 
how you are getting on in the world? Are you well 
off?" 

"Miss Shirley — I am vary well off. Since I got 
into t' gardening line, wi' Mr. Yorke's help, and since 
Mr. Hall (another o' t' • raight sort) helped my wife to 
set ap a bit of a shop, I Ve nought to complain of. 
My family has plenty to eat and plenty to wear: my 
pride makes me find means to save an odd pound now 
and then against rainy days; for I think I 'd die afore 
I 'd come to t' parish: and me and mine is content; 
but th' neighbours is poor yet: I see a great deal of 
distress." 

"And, consequently, there is still discontent, I 
Buppose?" inquired Miss Keeldar. 

" Consequently — ye say right — consequently* In 
course, starving folk cannot be satisfied or settled folk. 
The country's not in a safe condition; — I 'II &«.^ ^^ 
mich!" 
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"But V[hsLt can be done? What more can I do, for 
instance?" 

"Do? — ye can do naught mich, poor young lass! 
Ye 've gi'en your brass : ye Ve done well. If ye could 
transport your tenant, Mr. Moore, toBotanyBay, ye'd 
happen do bettör. Folks hate hira." 

"William, for shame!" exclaimed Caroline, warmly. 
"If folks do hate him, it is to their disgrace, not bis. 
Mr. Moore himself hates nobody; he only wants to do 
bis duty, and maintain bis rights: you are wrong to 
talk so!" ^ 

"I talk as I think. He has a cold, nnfeeling beart, 
yond' Moore." 

"But," interposed Sbirley, "supposing Moore was 
driven from the country, and bis mill razed to the 
ground, would people have more work?" 

"They 'd have less. I know that, and they know 
that; and there is many an honest lad driven desperate 
by the'certainty that whichever way be turns, he cannot 
better btmself, and there is dishonest men plenty to 
guide them to the devil: scoundrels that reckons to be 
the 'people's friends,' and that knows naught about 
the people, and is as insincere as Lucifer. I 've lived 
aboon forty year in the world, and I believe that 'the 
people' will never have any true friends but theirsern, 
and them two or three good folk i' different stations, 
that is friends to all the world. Human natur', taking 
it i' th' lump, is naught but selfishness. It is but ex- 
cessive few; it is but just an exception bere and there, 
now and then, sich as ye two young 'uns and me, 
that being in a different sphere, can understand t' one 
t'other, and be friends wi'out slavishness o' one band, 
or pride o' t' other. Them that reckons 'to be friends 
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to a lower class than their own fro' political motives 
is never to be trusted: they always try to make their 
inferiors tools. For my own part, I will neither be 
patronized nor misled for no man's pleasure. I Ve 
had overtures made to me lately that I saw were 
treacherous, and I flung 'em back i' the faces o' them 
that offered 'em." 

"You won't teil us what oveftures?" 

"I will not: it would do no good; it would mak' 
no difference : them they concerned can look after 
theirseFn." 

"Ay, we 'se look after wersePn," said another 
voice. Joe Scott had sauntered forth from the church 
to get a breath of fresh air, and there he stood. 

"I '11 Warrant ye^ Joe," observed William , smilihg. 

"And I '11 Warrant my maister," was the ans wer. 
"Young ladies," continued Joe, assuming a lordly air, 
"ye 'd better go into th' house." 

"I wonder what for?" inquired Shirley, to Vhom 
the overlooker'ß somewhat pragmatical manhers were 
familiär, and who was often at war with him; for Joe, 
holding supercilious theories about womea in general, 
resented greatly, in bis secret soul, the fact of bis 
master and bis master's mill being, in a manner, under 
petticoat government, and had feit as wormwood and 
gall, certain business-visits of the heiress to the Hol- 
low's counting-house. 

"Because there is nanght agate that iits women to 
be consarned in." 

"Indeed! There is prayer and prcaching agate in 
that church; are we not concerned in that?" 

"Ye have been pi;esent neither at the prayer Ti<yt 
preachin^^ Ma'am, H I hftve observed arV^X.* ^V^X»^ 
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alluded to was politics: William Farren, here, was 
touching OD that subject, if I 'm not mista'en." 

"Well, what then? Politics are our habitual study, 
Joe. Do you know I see a newspaper every day, and 
two of a Sunday?" 

"I should think you '11 read the marriages, proba-- 
bly, Miss, and the murders, and the accidents, and 
sich like?" 

"I read the leading articles, Joe, and the foreign 
intelligence, and I look over the market prices : in short, 
1 read just what gentlemen read." 

Joe looked as if he thought thls talk was like the 
chattering of a pie. He replied to it, by a disdainful 
silence. 

"Joe,^* continued Miss Keeldar, "I never yet could 
ascertain properly, whether you are a Whig or aTory: 
pray which party has the honour of your alliance?" 

"It is rayther difficult to explain where you are 
fiure not to be understood," was Joe's haughty re- 
sponse; "but, as to being a Tory, I 'd as soon be an 
old woman, or a young one, which is a more flimsier 
article still. It is the Tories that earries on the war 
and ruins trade; and, if I be of any party — though 
political parties is all nonsense — I 'm of that which 
is most favourable to peace, and, by consequence, to 
the mercantile interests of this here land." 

"So am I, Joe," replied Shirley, who had rather 
a pleasure in teazing the overlooker, by persisting in 
talking on subjects with which he opined she — as a 
woman — had no right to meddle: "partly, at least. 
I have rather a leaning to the agricultural interest, 
too; as good reason is, seeing that I don't desire 
England to be under the feet of France, and that if 
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a share of my income comes from HoUow's mill, a 
larger share comes from the ianded estate around it. 
It would not do to take any measures injurious to the 
farmers, Joe, I think?" 

"The dews at this hour is onwholesome for fe- 
males,'* observed Joe. 

"If you make that remark out of interest in me, I 
haTe merely to assure you that I am impervious to 
cold. I should not mind taking my tum to watch 
the mill one of these summer nights, armed with your 
musket, Joe." 

Joe Scott's chin was always rather prominent: he 
poked it out, at this speech, some inches further than 
usual. 

"But — to go back to my sheep," she proceeded — 
"clothier and mill-owner, as I am, besides f armer, I 
cannot get out of my head a certain idea that we 
manufacturers and persons of business are sometimes 
a little — a very little selfish and short-sighted in our 
views, and rather too regardless ^f human sufiering, 
rather heartless in our pursuit of gain: don't you 
agree with me, Joe?" 

"I cannot argue, where I cannot be comprehended," 
wa3 again the answer. 

"Man of mystery! Your master will argue with 
me sometimes, Joe: he is not so sti£f as you are." 

"May be not: we've all our own ways." 

"Joe, do you seriously think all the wisdom in the 
World is lodged in male skuUs?" 

«"I think that women are a kittle and a fraward 
generation; and I've a great respect for the doctrines 
delivered in the second chapter of St Paul's first 
Epistle to Timothy: 
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"What doctrines, Joe?" 

'^Let the woman learn in silence, with all sub- 
jection. I suffer not a woman to teach, nor to usurp 
authority over the man; but to be in silence. For 
Adam was first formed, then Eve." 

"What has that to do with the business?" inter- 
jected Shirley: "that smacks of rights of primogeni- 
ture.. I'll bring it up to Mr. Yorke the first time he 
inveighs against those rights." 

"And," continued Joe Scott , "Adam was not de- 
ceived; but the woman, being deceived, was in the 
transgression. " 

"More shame to Adam to sin with his ejes open!" 
oried Miss Keeldar. "To confess the honest truth, 
Joe, I never was easy in mj mind concerning that 
chapter: it puzzles,me." 

"It is very piain, Miss: he that runs may read." 

"He may read it in his own fashion," remarked 
Caroline, now joining in the dialogue for the first 
time. "You allow the right of private judgment, I 
suppose, Joe?" 

"My certy, that I do! I allow and claim it for 
every line of the hcly Book." 

"Women may exercise it as weU as men?" 

"Nay: women is to take their husbands' opinion 
both in politics and religion: it 's wholesomest for 
them. " 

"OhI oh!" exelaimed both Shirley and Caroline. 

"To be sure; no doubt on't," persisted the stub- 
born Qverlooker. 

"Consider yourself groaned down, and cried shame 
over, for such a stupid Observation," said Miss Keeldar. 
^'Yoü naight as well say, men are to take the opinions 
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of tbeir priests without examination. Of what value ■ 
would a religion so adopted be? It would be mere 
blind, besotted snperstition. " 

^^And wbat is your reading, Miss Heistone, o' these 
words o' St. Paul's?" 

"Hem! I — I account for tbem in tbis way: he 
%vrote tbat cbapter for a particular congregation of 
Cbristians, under peculiar circumstances: and besrdes, 
I dare say, if I could read tbe original Greek, I 
shonld find tbat many of tbe words bave been wrongly 
translated, perbaps misapprebended altogetber. It 
would be possible, I doubt not, witb a little ingenuity, 
to give tbe passage quite a contrary turn; to make it 
say, 'Let tbe woman speak out wbenever she sees fit 
to make an objection;' — 4t is permitted to a woman 
to teacb and to exercise autbority as mucb as may be. 
Man, meantime, cannot do better tban hold bis peace,' 
and so on." 

"Tbat willn't wasb, Miss." 

"I dare sny it will. My notions are dyed in faster 
colours tban yours, Joe. Mr. Scott, you are a tbo- 
rougbly dogmatical person, and always were: I like 
William better tban you." 

"Joe is well enougb in bis own house," said 
Shirley: "I bave seen bim as quiet as a lamb at bome. 
There is not a better nor a kinder busband in Briar- 
field. He does not dogmatize to bis wife." 

"My wife is a bard-working, piain woman: time 
and trouble bas ta'en all tbe conceit out of bei ; but 
that is not tbe case witb you, young Misses. And 
then you reckon to bave so mucb knowledge; and i' 
my tbougbts it 's only superficial sort o' vanities 
you 're acquainted witb» I can teil — "Via^^^vi ^ ^^^Kt 
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sin' - — one day Miss CaroKne comiog into our count* 
ing-house when I war packing up summut behind t* 
great desk, and she didn't see inö, and she brought a 
slate wi' a sum on it to t' maister: it war only a bit 
of a sum in practice, that our Harry would have 
settled i' two minutes. She couldn't do it; Mr. Moore 
had to show her how; and when he did show her, she 
couldn't understand him." 

"Nonsense, Joe!" 

"Nay, it's no nonsense: and Miss Shirley, there, 
reckons to hearken to t' maister when he 's talking 
ower trade, so attentive like, as if she foUowed him 
Word for word, and all war as clear as a lady's looking- 
glass to her een; and all t' while she 's peeping and peeping 
out o' t' window to see if t' mare Stands quiet; and then 
looking at a bit of a spla9h on her riding-skirt; and 
then glancing glegly round - at wer • counting-house 
cobwebs and dust, and thinking what mucky folk we 
are, and what a grand ride she'U have just i' now 
ower Nunnely-common. She hears no more o' Mr. 
Moore's talk nor if he spake Hebrew." 

"Joe, you are a real slanderer." I would give 
you your answer, only the people are Coming out of 
churqh: we must leave you. Man of prejudice, good- 
bye: William, good-bye. Children, come up to Field- 
head to-morrow, and you shall ^hoose what you like 
best out of Mrs. Gill's store-room." 



CHAPTERH. 

Ar summei' night. 

The hour was now that of dusk. A clear air fa- 
vonred the kindling of the stars. 

^^There will be just light enough to show me the 
way home," said Miss Keeldar, as she prepared \o 
*take leave of Caroline at the Rectory garden-door. 

^'Tou must not go alone, Shirley. Fanny shall 
accompany you." 

"That she shall not. Ol what need I be afraid in 
my own parigh? I would walk from Fieldhead to the 
church any fine mid-sommer night, three hoars later 
than this, for the mere pleasure of seeing the stars, and 
the Chance of meeting a fairy." 
j I "But jast wait tili the crowd is cleared away." 
I I "Agreed. There are the five Misses Armitage 
Streaming by. Here comes Mrs. Sykes's phaeton, Mr. 
Wynne's close carriage, Mrs. Birtwhistle's car: I don't 
wish to go through the ceremony of bidding them all 
good-bye, so we will step into thö garden and take 
shelter ämongst the laburnums for an instant" 

The Rectors, their Curates and their Churchwardens, 
now issued from the church-porch. There was a great 
confabulation, shaking of hands, congratulation on 
Speeches, recommendation to be careful of the night 
air, &c. By degrees the throng dispetse^^ V)!aÄ ^äsl- 
riages drore off. Miss Keeldar was just e^i^T^Ti^^swsl 
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her flowery refüge, when Mr. Heistone entered the 
garden and met her. 

"Oh! 1 want youl" he Said: "I was afraid you 
were abready gone. Caroline, come here!" 

Caroline came, expecting as Shirley did, a lecture 
on not having been visible at church. Other subjects, 
however, occupied the Rector's mind. 

"I shall not sleep at home to-night," he continued. 
"I have just met with an old friend, and promised to 
accompany bim. I shall return probably about noon 
to-morrow. Thomas, the clerk, is engaged, and I 
cannot get him to sleep in the house, as I usually do 
when I am absent for a night; now — " 

"Now," interrupted Shirley, "you want me as a 
gentleman — the first gentleman in Briarfield, in short, 
to aupply your place, be master of the Rectory, and 
gaardian of your niece and maids while you are away?" 

"Exactly, captain: I thought the post would suit 
you. Will you favour Caroline so far as to be her 
guest for one night? Will you stay here instead of 
going back to Fieldhead?" 

"And what will Mrs. Pryor do? She expects me 
home." 

"I will send her word. Come, make up your 
mind to stay. It grows late; the dew falls heavily: 
you and Caroline will enjoy each other's society I 
doubt not." 

"I promise you then to stay with Caroline," replied 
Shirley. "As you say, we shall enjoy each other's 
Society: we will not be separated to-night. ^ow^ re- 
join your old friend, and fear nothing for us." 

i"If there should chance to be any disturbance in 
tbe night j captain — if you should hear the picking of 
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a lock, the cutting ont of a pane of glass, a steälthy 
tread of Steps about the house (and I need not fear to 
teil pou^ who bear a well-tempered, mettlesome heart 
under yonr girPs ribbon-sash, that snch litüe inddents 
are very possible in the present time), wh&t wonld 
you do?" 

"Don't know — faint, perhaps — fall down, and 
have to be picked up again. But, doctor, if you assign 
me the post of hononr, yon must give me arms. What 
weapons are there in your stronghold?" 

"You could not wield a sword?" 

"No; I could manage the carring-knife better.'' 

^'You will find a good one in the dining-room side- 
board: a lady's knife, light to handle, and as sharp- 
pointed as a poniard.'' 

"It will suit Caroline; but yon must give me a 
brace of pistols: I know you haye pistols." 

"I have two pairs; one pair I can place at your 
disposal. You will find them snspended over the 
mantelpiece of my study in doth cases." 

"Loaded?" 

"Yes, but not on the cock. Cock them before you 
go to bed. It is paying you a great compliment, cap- 
tain, to lend you these: were you one of the awkward 
squad you shonld not have them." 

^'I will take care. You need delay no longer, 
Mr. Heistone: you may go now. He is gracious to 
me to lend me his pistols," she remarked, as the 
Rector passed out at the garden-gatet "But come, 
Lina," she continued; "let us go in and haye some 
supper: I was too much vexed at tea with the vicinage 
of Mr. Sam Wynne to be able to eat, aud üqnr \ «sä 
really bungiy/' ' 
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Entering the house, they repaired to the darkened 
dining-room, through the open Windows of which 
apartment stole the evening air, bearing the perfume 
of flowers irom the garden, the verj distant sound of 
far-retreating Steps from the road, and a soft, vagae 
murmur, whose origin Caroline explained by the rc- 
mark, uttered as she stood: listening at the casement: 

"Shirley, I hear the beck in the Hollow." 

Then she rang the bell, asked for a candle and 
some t)read and milk — Miss Keeldar's usual supper 
and her own. Fanny, when she brought in the tray, 
would have closed the Windows and the shutters, but 
was requested to desist for the present: the twilight 
was too calm, its breath too balmy to be yet exduded. 
They took their meal in silence: Caroline rose once, 
to remove to the window-sill a glass of flowers which 
stood on the side-board; the exhalation from the 
blossoms being somewhat too powerful for the sultry 
room; in retarning, she half opened a drawer, and 
took from it something that glittered clear and keen in 
her hand. 

"You assigned this to me, then, Shirley — did 
you? It is bright, keen-edged, finely-tapered: it is 
dangerous-looking. I never yet feit the Impulse which 
could move me to direct this against a fellow-creature. 
It is difficult to fancy what circumstances could nerve 
my arm to strike home with this long knife." 

"I should hate to do it," replied Shirley; "but I 
think I could do it, if goaded by certain exigencies 
which I can imagine." And Miss Keeldar quietly sipped 
her glass of new milk, looking somewhat thoughtful, 
and a little pale: though, indeed, when did she not 
Jook pale? She was never fLoT\(i. 
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The milk sipped and tbe bread eaten, Fanny was 
again summoned: she and Eliza were recommended to 
go to bed, which they were quite willing to do, being 
weary of the day's exertions, of mueh eutting of currant- 
buns, and filling of urns and tea-pots, and running 
backwards and forwards with trays. Ere long the 
maids' chamber-door was heard to dose: Caroline took 
a candle, and went quietly all over the house, seeing 
that every window was fast and every door barred. 
She did not even evade the haunted back-kitehen, nor 
the vault-like cellars. These visited, she retumed. 

"There is neither spirit nor flesh in the house at 
present," she said, "which should not be there. It is 
now near eleven o'elock, fuUy bed-time, yet I wpuld 
rather sit up a little longer, if you do not object, 
Shirley. Here," she continued, "I have brought the 
brace of pistols from my uncle's study: you may 
examine them at your leisure.*' 

She placed them on the table before her friend. 

" Why would you rather sit up longer?" asked Miss 
Keeldar, taking up the fire-arms, examining them, and 
again laying them down. 

"Because I have a stränge, excited feeling in my 
heart." 

"So have I." 

"Is this State of sleeplessness and restlessness cansed 
by something electrical in the air, I wonder?" 

"No: the sky is clear, the Stars numberless; it is 
a fine night." 

"But very still. I hear the water fret over its 
stony bed in Hoilow's Copse as distinctly as if it r&tv 
below the churchjard-wall." 
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'^I am glad it is so still a night: a moaning wind 
or rushing rain would vex nie to fever just now.*' 

^'Why, Shirley?" 

"Because it would baffle my efforts to listen.*' 

"Do you listen towards the HoUow?" 

"Yes; it is thä only quarter whence we can hear a 
sound just now." 

"The only one, Shirley." 

They both sat near the window, and both leaned 
their arms on the sill, and both iuclined their heads 
towards the open lattice. They saw each other's young 
faces by the starlight, and that dim, June twilight 
whieh does not whoUy fade from the west tili dawn 
begins to break in the east. 

"Mr. Heistone thinks we have no idea which way 
he is gone," murmured Miss Keeldar, "nor on what 
errand, nor with what expectations, nor how prepared; 
but I guess much — do not you?" 

"I guess something." 

"All those gentlemen — your cousin Moore included 
— think that you and I are now asleep in our beds, 



unconscious." 



"Caring nothing about them — hoping and fearing 
nothing for them," added Caroline. 

Both kept silenee for füll half an hour. The night 
was silent, too; only the ehurch-clock measured its 
course by quarters. Some words were interchanged 
about the chill of the air: they wrapped their scarves 
closer round them, resumed their bonnets, which they 
had removed, and again watched. 

Towards midnight, the teasing, monotonous bark 
of the honse-dog disturbed the quietude of their vigil. 
Caroline rose, and made her way noiselessly through 
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the dark passages to the kitchen , intending to i^pease 
faim with a piece of bread: she succeeded. On return- 
ing to the dining-rooni) she found it all dark, Miss 
Keeldar having extinguished the candle: the outline of 
her shHpe was visible near the still open window^ 
leaning out. Miss Heistone asked no questions: she 
stole to her side. The dog recommenoed barking fu- 
riously; suddenly he stopped, and seemed to listen. 
The occupaats of the dining-room listened too, and 
not merely now to the flow of the mill-stream : there 
was a nearer, though a muffled sound on the road 
belowthe churchyard; a measured, beating, iqpproaching 
sound; a dull tramp of marching feet. 

It drew near. Those who listened, by degrees^ 
comprehended its extent. It was not the tread of two, 
nor of a dozen, nor of a score of men: it was the tread 
of hundreds. They could see nothing: the high shrubs 
of the gardeu formed a leafy screen between them and 
the road. To hear, however, was not enough; and 
this they feit as the troop trode forwards, and seemed 
actually passing the Bectory. They feit it more when 
a human voice — though that voice spoke but pne 
Word — broke the hush of the night. 
"Halt!" 

A halt followed: the march was arrested. Then 
came a low Conference, of which no word was dis- 
tinguishable from the dining room. 
"We tnust hear this," said Shirley. 
She turned, took her pistols from the table, silently 
passed out thfough the middle window of the dining* 
room, which was, in fact, a glass door, etole down 
the walk to the garden-walk, and stood listening under 
the lilacs. Caroline wouid not have qaVtteidL VXi^ \tcraAA 
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had she been alone, but where Sbirley went she would 
go. Sbe glanced at tbe weapon on the side-board, bnt 
left it bebind ber, and presently stood at ber frlend's 
Bide. Tbey dared not look over tbe wall, for fear of 
being seen: tbey were obliged to croucb bebind it: 
tbey beard tbese words: — 

'^It looks a rambling old building. Wbo lives in it 
besides tbe damned parson?" 

>'On]y tbree women: bis niece and two s^rvants." 

"Do you know wbere tbey sleep?" 

"Tbe lasses bebind: tbe niece in a &ont room." 

"And Heistone?" 

"Yonder is bis cbamber. He uses burning a light; 
but I See none now." 

"Where wonld you get in?" . 

"If I were ordered to do bis job — and be desarves 
it — I 'd try yond' long window: it opens to tbe dining- 
room: I could grope my Vay up-stairs, and I know 
bis cbamber." 

"How would you manage about tbe women folk?*' 

"Let 'em alone, except tbey sbrieked, and tben 
I 'd soon quieten 'em. I could wisb to find tbe old 
cbap asleep: if be waked, be 'd be dangerous." 

"Has be arms?" 

"Fire-arms, allus, — and allus loadened." 

"Tben you 're a fool to stop us bere; a sbot would 
give tbe alarm: Moore would be on us before we could 
tum round. We sbould miss our main object." 

"You migbt go on, I teil you. I'd engage Heistone 
alone." 

A pause. One of tbe party dropped some weapon 
wbicb rang on tbe stone causeway: at tbis sound tbe 
Bectory dog barked again furiously — fiercely. 
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^'That spoÜB alir* said the Toice; '^he '11 awake: 
a noise like that might roiue tbe dead. You did not 
say there was a dog. Damn you! Forward!'' 

Forward they went, — tramp, tramp, — with mns- 
tering, manifold, slow-filing tread. They were gone. 

Shirley stood erect; looked over the wall, along 
the road. 

/'Not a soul remains," she said. 

She stood and mosed. ^'Thank Grod!" was the 
next Observation 

Caroline repealed the ejaculation, not in so steady 
a tone: she was trembling mnch; her heart was beating 
fast and thick; her face was cold; her forehead damp. 

"Thank God for us!" she reiterated; "bot what 
will happen elsewhere? They have passed ns by that 
they may make snre of others." 

"They have done well," returned Shirley, with 
oomposure: "the others will defend themselves, — they 
can do it, — they are prepared for them: with iis it is 
otherwise. My finger was on the trigger of this pistol. 
I was qnite ready to glve that man, if he had entered, 
snch a greeting as he little calcnlated on; but behind 
him followed three hundred: I had neither three hun- 
dred hands nor three hundred weapons. I could not 
have effectually proteeted either you, myself, or the 
two poor women asleep under that roof; therefore 
I again eamestly thank God for insult and peril 
escaped." 

After a second pause, she continued: "What is it 
my dnty and wisdom to do next? Not to stay here 
inactive, I am glad to say, but of course to walk over 
to the Hollow." 

To tbe Hoüow, Shirley?" 
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"To the HoUow. Will you go with me?" 

"Where those men are gone?" 

^'They have taken the highway: we should not en- 
counter them: Üie road over the fields is as safe, silent 
and solitary as a path through the air woald be. Will 
you go?" 

"Yes," was the answer, given meehanically, not 
because the Speaker wished, or was prepared to go; 
or, indeed, was otherwise than soared at the prospect 
of going, but because she feit she could not abandon 
Shirley. 

'^Then we must fasten up these Windows, and leave 
all as secure as we can behiud us. Do you know what 
we are going for, Gary?" 

"Yes — no — because you wish it." 

"Is that all? And are you so obedient to a mere 
caprice of mine? What a docile wife you would make 
to a Stern husband. The moon's face is not whiter 
than yours at this moment; and the aspen at the gate 
does not tremble more than your busy fingers; ^d so, 
tractable and terror-struck, and dismayed and devoted, 
you would follow me into the thick of real danger I 
Gary, let me give your fidelity a motive: we are going 
for Moore'ö sake; to See if we can be of use to him: 
to make an effort to warn him of what is Coming." 

"To be sure! I am a blind, weak fool, and you 
are acute and sensible, Shirley 1 I will go with you! 
I will gladly go with you!" 

"I do not doubt it. You would die blindly and 
meekly for me, but you would intelligently and gladly 
die for Moore: but in truth there is no question of 
death to-night,' — we run no risk at all." 

Caroline rapidly closed shntter and lattice. "Do 
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Qot fear that I shall not have breath to run as last as 
jon can possibly run, Shirlej. Take mj band: let ns 
go straigbt across the fields." 

"But you cannot dimb walls?" 

"To-night I can." 

''You are afraid of bedges, and tbe^beck whicb we 
shall be forced to cross?" 

"I can cross it." 

They started: they ran. Many a-wall cbecked but 
did not baffle them. Sbirley was surefooted and agile: 
she coiild spring like a deer wben she chose. Caroline, 
more timid, and less dexterous, feil once or twice, and 
bruised berself; but she rose again directly, saying she 
was not burt. A quiekset hedge bounded the last field: 
they lost time in seeking a gap in it: the aperture, 
wben found, was narrow, but tiiey worked their way 
througb: the long hair, the tender skin, the silks and 
muslins suffered; but what was chiefly regretted was 
the impediment this difficnlty bad caused to speed. On 
the other side they met the beck, flowlng deep in a 
rongh bed: at this point a narrow plank formed the 
only bridge across it. Sbirley had trodden the plank 
snccessfully and fearlessly many a time before: Caroline 
had never yet dared to risk the transit. 

"I will carry you across," said Miss Keeldar: "you 
are ligbt, and I am not weak: let me try." 

"Jf I fall in, you may fish me out," was the 
answer, as a grateful squeeze compressed her band. 
Caroline, without pausing, trod forward on the trem- 
bling plank as if it were a continuation of the firm turf : 
8hirley, who foUowed, did not cross it more resolutely 
or safely. In their present humour, on their present 
errand, a strong and foaming Channel Yrou\^ \iW9^ X^^atl 
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a barrier to neither. At the moment they were above 
the control either of fire or water: all Stilbro* Moor, 
alight and alow with bonfires, would not have stopped 
them, nor would Calder or Aire thundering in flood. 
Yet one sound made them pause. Scarce had they set 
foot on the solid opposite bank, when a shot split the 
air from the north. One second lapsed. Further off, 
burst a like note in the soutli. Within the space of three 
minutes, similar Signals boomed in the east and west. 

^^I thought we were dead at the first explosion," 
observed Shirley, drawing a long breath. "I feit my- 
self hit in the temples, and I co^cluded ybur heart was 
pierced; but the reiterated voice was an explanation: 
those are Signals — it is their way — the attack must 
be near. We should have had wings: our feet have 
not borne us swiftly enough." 

A portion of the copse was now to clear: when 
they emerged from it, the mill lay just below them: 
they could look down upon the buildings, the yard; 
they could see the road beyond. And the fiirst glance 
in that direction told Shirley she was right in her con- 
jeeture: they were already too late to give warning: it 
had taken more time than they calculated on to over- 
come the various obstacles which embarrassed the short 
cnt across the fields. 

The road, which should have been white, was dark 
with a moving' mass: the rioters were assembled in 
front of the closed yard gates, and a Single figure stood 
within, apparently addressing them: the mill itself was 
perfectly black and still; there was neither life, light, 
nor motion around it. 

^'Surely he is prepared: surely that is not Moore 
meeting them alonel" whispered Shirley. 
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"It is — we mu8t go to him! I will go to him.'* 

" That you will not." 

"Why did I come, then? I came only for him. I 
shall join him." 

"Fortunately, it is out of your power: there is no 
entrance to the yard." 

'^ There is a small enti^ance at the back, besides the 
gates in &ont: it opens by a secret method which I 
know — I wiU try it." 

"Not with my leave." 

Miss Keeldar clasped her round the waist with both 
arms and held her back. "Not one step shall you stir," 
she went on authoritatively. "At this moment, Moore 
would. be both shoeked and embarrassed, if he saw 
either you or me. Men never want women near them 
in time of real danger." 

"I would not trouble — I would help him," was 
the reply. 

"Höw? By inspiring him with heroism? Pooh! 
These are not the days of chivalry: it is not a tilt at 
a tournament we are going to behold, but a struggle 
about money, and food, and Hfe." 

"It is natural that I should be at his side." . 

"As queen of his heart? His mill is his lady-love, 
Gary! Backed by his factory and his frames, he has 
all the encouragement he wants or can know. It is 
not for love or beauty, but for ledger and broad-cloth, 
he is going to break a spear. ^ Don't be sentimental; 
Robert is not so." 

"I could help him — I will seek him." 

"Off then — I let you go — seek Moore: you 'U 
not find him." 

She loosened her hold, Caroline sped ^^Qsa \«^^<^ 
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shaft from bent bow; after her rang a jesüng, gibing 
laugh. "Look well there is no mistokel" was the 
waming given. 

But there was a mistake. Miss Heistone paused, 
hesitated, gazed. The fignre had suddenlj retreated 
from the gate, and was running back hastily to the mill. 

"Make haste, Lina!" cried Shirley: "meet him be- 
fore he enters." 

Caroline slowly retamed. "It is not Robert,'* she 
Said: "it has neither bis height, form, nor bearing." 

"I saw it was not Robert when I let you go. How 
conld you imagine it? It is a shabby little figure of 
a private soldier: they had posted him as sentinel. He 
is safe in the mill now: I saw the door open and ad- 
mit him. My mind grows easier; Robert is prepared: 
our warning would have been superflnous, and now I 
am thankful we came too late to give it: it has saved 
US the trouble of a scene. How fine to have entered 
the counting-house Vtoute eperdue/ and to have found 
one'a^elf in presence of Messrs. Annitage and Ramsden 
Smoking, Malone swaggering, your uncle sneering, 
Mr. Sykes sipping a eordial, and Moore himself in bis 
cold man-of-business vein: I am glad we missed it 
all." 

"I'wonder if there are many in the mill, Shirley?" 

"Plenty to defend it. The soldiers we have twice 
Seen to-day were going there no doubt, and the gronp 
we noticed surrounding your cousin in the fields will 
be with him." 

"What are they doing now, Shirley? What is that 
noise?" 

"Hatchets and crow-bars against the yard-gates: 
tbej are forcing them. Are you afraid?" 
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'^No; but my heart throbs fast; I have a difficulty 
in Standing: I will sit down. Do yon feel nnmoved?" 

"Hardly that — but I am glad I came: we shall 
See what transpires with our own eyes: we are here 
on the ^pot, and none know it. Instead of amazing 
the curate, the dotbier, and the com-dealer with a 
romantic msh on the stage, we stand alone with the 
friendly night, its mnte stars, and these whispering 
trees, whose report our friends will not come to 
gather.** 

"Shirley — Shirley, the gates are down! That 
Crash was like the felling of great trees. Now they 
are ponring through. They will break down the mill- 
doors as they have broken the gate: what can Robert 
do against so many? Would to God, I were a Httle 
üearer him — eonld hear him speak — could speak 
to him! With my will — my longing to serve him 
— I could > not be a useless bürden in bis way: I could 
be tnmed to aome account." 

"They come on!" cried Shirley. "How steadily 
they march in! There is discipline in their ranka — ' 
I will not say there is courage: hundreds against tens 
are no proof of that quality; but" (she dropped her 
voice) "there is suffering and desperation enough 
amongst them — these goads will urge them for- 
wards." 

"Forwards against Robert • — and they hate him. 
Shirley, is there much danger they will win the day?" 

"We shall sce. Moore and Heistone are of 'earth's 
firßt blood* — no bunglers — no cravens — " 

A Crash ^— smash — shiver — stopped their whis- 
pers. A simultaneously-hurled volley of stones hfi4. 
Baluted the broad front of the mill, w\t\i tÄ V\.ä Nroi- 



32 SHIRLET. 

dows; and now every pane of every lattice, lay in 
shattered and poonded fragments. A yell followed 
this demonstration — a rioters' yell — a North-of- 
England — a Yorkshire — a West-Riding — a West- 
Riding-clotbing-distrlct-of-Yorkshire rioters' yell. You 
never heard that soand, perhaps, reader? So much 
tbe better for yoor ears — perhaps for yotir heart; 
since, If it rends the air in hate to yourself , or to the 
men or principles you approve, the interests to whioh 
yoTi wish well, Wrath wakens to the cry of Hate: the 
Lion shakes his main, and rises to the howl of the 
Hysena: Gaste Stands up, ireful, against Gaste; and 
the indignant, wronged spirit of the Middle Bank bears 
down in zeal and scorn on the famished and furioas 
mass of the Operative Glass. It is difficult to be tole- 
rant — difficnlt to be just — in such moments. 

Garoline rose; Shirley put her arm round her: they 
stood together as still as the straight stems of two 
trees. That yell was a long one, and when it ceased, 
the night was yet fuU of the swaying and murmuring 
of a crowd. 

^'What next?" was the question of the listefaers. 
Nothing came yet. The mill remained mute as a 
mausoleum. 

''He cannot be alone!" whispered Caroline. 

''I would stake all I have that he is as little alone 
as he is alarmed," responded Shirley. 

Shots were diseharged by the rioters. Had the 
def enders waited for this signal? It seemed so. The 
hitherto inert and passive mill woke: fireüashed from 
its empty window-frames; a volley of musketry pealed 
Sharp through the Hollow. 
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^^ Moore speaksatlastl" saidShirley, ''and he seems 
have the gift of tongues; that was not a Single 
roice." 

''He has been forbearing; no one can accuse him 
)f rashness," alleged Caroline: "their diseharge pre- 
;eded bis; they broke bis gates and bis Windows; tbey 
ired at bis garrison before be repelled tbem." 

Wbat.was going on now? It seemed difficult, in 
be darkness, to distinguisb, but sometbing terrible, a 
itill-renewing tumult, was obvious; fierce attacks; de- 
iperate repulses; tbe mill-yard, tbe mill itself, was füll 
»f battle- movement: tbere was scarcely any cessation 
lOw of tbe discbarge of fire-arms; and tbere was strug- 
;ling, rusbing, trampling, and sboating between. The 
lim of the assailants seemed to be to enter tbe mill, 
;hat of tbe defendants to beat them off. Tbey heard 
he rebel leader cry, "To tbe back, lads!" Tbey 
leard a voiee retort, "Come round, we will meet youl" 

"To tbe counting-bouse!" was the order again. 

"Welcome! — We shall have you the^re!" was tbe 
response. And aecordingly, the fiercest blaze that 
tiad yet glowed, the loudest rattle that had yet been 
beard, bnrst from tbe counting-bouse front, when the 
Diass of rioters rushed up to it. 

The voice that had spoken was Moore's own voice. 
They could teil by its tones that bis soul was now 
warm with tbe conflict: they could guess that tbe 
fighting animal was roused in every one of those men 
there struggling together, and was for the time quite 
paramount afoove the rational human being. Both the 
girls feit their faces glow and their pulses throb: both 
knew they would do no good by rusbing dova vQl\ö 
tbe m^lee: thejr desired seither to dea\ not lo t^e««^ 

Si/r/^. ff. ^ 
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blows; but they could not have nin away — Caroline 
no more than Shirley; they could not have fainted; 
they could not have taken their eyes from the dim, 
tenible scene — from the mass of cloud, of smoke — 
the musket-lightning — for the world. 

"How and when would it end?" was the demand 
throbbing in their throbbing pulses. "Would a junctnre 
arise in which they could be usetul?" was what they 
waited to see; for, though Shirley put off their too-late 
arrival with a jest, and was ever ready to satirize her 
own or any other person's enthusiasm, she would have 
given a farm of her best land for a chance of rcndering 
good Service. 

The Chance was not vouchsafed her; the looked- 
for juncture never came: it was not likely. Moore had 
expected this attack for days, perhaps weeks: he was 
prepared for it at every point. He had fortified and 
garrisoned his mill, which in itself was a strong build- 
ing: he was a cool, brave man: he stood to the de- 
fence with unflinching firmness: those who were with 
him caught his spirit, and copied his demeanour. The 
rioters had never been so met before. At other mills 
they had attacked, they had found no resistance; an 
organized, resolute defencewas what they never dreamed 
of encountering. When their leaders saw the steady 
fire kept up from the mill, witnessed the composure 
and determination of its owner, heard themselves coolly 
defied and invited on to dealh, and beheld their men 
falling wounded round them, they feit that nöthing 
was to be done here. In haste, they mustered their 
forces, drew them away from the building: a roHwas 
called over, in which the men answered to figures in- 
stead of namea : they diapersed wide over the fields, 
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leaving silence and min behind them. The attack, 
from its commencement tp its termination, had not 
occupied an hour. 

Day was by this time approaching: the west was 
dim, the east beginning to gleam. It would have 
seemed that the girls who had watched this conflict 
would now wish to hasten to the Victors, on whose 
side all their interest had been enlisted; but they only 
very cautiously approaehed the now battered mlU, and, 
when suddenly a number of soldiers and gentlemen 
appear^d at the great door opening into the yard, they 
quickly stepped aside into a.shed, the deposit of old 
iron and timber, whence they could see without being seen. 

It was no cheering spectacle: these premises were 
now a mere blot of desolation on the fresh front of the 
summer-dawn. All the copse up the Hollow was shady 
and dewy, the hill at its head was green; but just here 
in the centre of the sweet glen, DLscord, broken loose 
in the night from control, had beaten the ground with 
bis stamping hoofs, and left it waste and pulverized. 
The mill yawned all ruinous with unglazed franies; the 
yard was thickly bestrewn with stones and brickbats, 
and, close under the mill, with the glittering fragments 
of the shattered Windows; muskets and other weapons 
lay here and there; more than one deep crimson stain 
was visible on the gravel: a human body lay quiet on 
its face near the gates; and five or six wounded men 
writhed and moaned in the bloody dust. 

Miss Keeldar's countenance.changed at this view: it 
was the aftertaste of the battle, death and pain replacing 
excitement and exertion: it was the blackness the bright 
fire leaves when its blaze is sunk , its warmlb. i%^<^^^ 
and its glow faded. 
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"This is what I wished to prevent," she said, in a 
voice whose cadence betrajed the altered impulse of 
her heart. 

"But you could not prevent it; you did your best; 
it was in vain," said Caroline, comfortingly. "DonH 
grieve, Shirley." 

"I am sorry for those poor fellows," was the an- 
swer, while the spark in her glance dissolved to dew. 
"Are any within the mill hurt, I wonder? Is that 
your uncle?" 

"It is, and there is Mr. Malone, and, oh Shirley! 
There is Robert!" 

" Well," (resuming her former tone,) "don't squeeze 
your fingers quite into my hand: I see, there is nothing 
wonderful in that. We knew he, at least, was here, 
whoever might be absent." 

"He is Coming here toward us, Shirley!" 

"Towards the pump, that is to say, for the purpose 
of washing his hands and his forehead, which has got 
a Scratch, I perceive.' 

"He bleeds, Shirley: don't hold me; I must go.' 

"Not a Step.' 

"He is hurt, Shirley! 

"Fiddlestick!" 

"But I must go to him: I wish to go so much: I 
cannot bear to be restrained." 

'* What for?" 

"To speak to him, to ask how he is, and what I 
can do for him?" 

"To teaze and annoy him; to make a spectacle 
of yourself and him before those soldiers, Mr. Ma- 
lone, your uncle, et cetera. Would he like it think 
700 ? Wbuld you like to teme!aifo«r \1 «. y^eek hence?" 
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"Am I always to be curbed and kept down?" de- 
manded Caroline, a litüe passionatelj. 

"For bis sake, yes. And still more for your 
own. I teil you, if you showed yourself now, you 
would repent it an hour bence, and so would Ro- 
bert." 

"You think he would not like it, Sbirley?" 

"Far less than be would like our stopping bim to 
say good-nigbt, whicb you were so sore about." 

"But tbat was all play; tbere was no danger." 

"And tbis ' is serious work : be must be unmo- 
lested." 

"I only wisbed to go to bim becäuse be is my 
Cousin, — you understand?" 

"I quite understand. But now, watch bim. He 
has batbed bis forehead, and tbe blood bas ceased 
trickling; bis burt is really a mere graze: I can see 
it from bence: be is going to look after tbe wounded 



men." 



Accordingly Mr. Moore and Mr. Heistone went 
round tbe yard, examining eacb prostrate form. Tbey 
then gave directions to bave tbe wounded taken up 
and carried into tbe mill. Tbis duty being performed, 
Joe Scott was ordered to saddle bis master's borse, 
and Mr. Helstone's pony, and tbe two gentlemen rode 
away füll gallop, to seek surgical aid in different di- 
rections. 

Caroline was not yet pacified. 

"Sbirley, Sbirley, I shouid bave liked to speak one 
Word to bim before be went," sbe murmured, wbile tbe 
tears gatbered glittering in ber eyes. 

"Wby do you cry, Lina?" asked Miss Keeldar a 
little sternly. "You ought to be glad wxäI^ää. oV ^^yc^- 
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Kobert has escaped any serious Lärm; he is victorious: 
he has been cool and brave in combat; he is now con- 
siderate in triumph : is this a time — are these causes 
for weeping?" 

"You do not know what I have in my heart," 
pleaded the other: "what pain, what distraction: nor 
whence it arises. I can understand that you should 
exult in Robert's greatness and goodness; so do I, in 
one sense, but, in another, I feel so miserable. I am 
too far removed from him: I used to be nearer. Let 
me alone, Shirley: do let me cry a few minutes; it re- 
lieves me." 

Miss Keeldar, feeling her tremble in every limb, 
ceased to expostulate with her: she went out of the 
shed, and left her to weep in peace. It was the best 
plan i in a few minutes Caroline rejoined her, much 
calmer: she said with her natural, docile, gentle 
manner — 

"Come, Shirley, we will go home now. I promise 
not to try to see Robert again tili he asks for me. I 
never will try to push myself on him. I thank you fbr 
restraining me just now." 

"I did it with a good intention," retumed Miss 
Keeldar. 

"Now, dear Lina," she continued; "let us turn our 
faces to the cool moming breeze, and walk very quietly 
back to the Rectory. We will steal in as we stole out: 
none shall know where we have been, or what we have 
Seen to-night: neither taunt nor misconstruction can 
consequently molest us. To-morrow, we will see Ro- 
bert, and be of good cheer; but I will say no more, lest 
I should begin to cry too. I seem hard towards you, 
bat I am not so." 
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To-morrow. 

The two girls met no living soul on their way back 
to the Rectory: they let themselves in noiselessly; they 
stole up-stairs unheard: the breaking morning gave 
them what light they needed. Shirley sought her coucb 
immediately; and, though the room was stränge — for 
she had never slept at the Rectory before — and though 
the recent scene was one unparalleled for excitement 
and terror by any it had hitherto been her lot to witness, 
yet, scarce was her head laid on the pillow, ere a 
deep, refreshing sleep closed her eyes, and calmed her 
senses. 

Perfect health was Shirley's enviable portion; though 
warm-hearted and sympathetie, she was not nervous: 
powerful emotions could rouse and sway, without ex- 
hausting, her spirit: the tempest troubled and shook 
her while it lasted; but it left her elasticity unbent, and 
her freshness quite unblighted. As every day brought 
her stimulating emotion, so every night yielded her 
recreating rest. Caroline npw watched her sleeping, 
and read the serenity of her mind in the beauty of her 
happy countenance. 

For herseif, being of a different temperament, she 
could not sleep. The common-place excitement of the 
tea-drinking and school-gathering, would alone have 
Bufficed to make her restless all night: the effect of the 
terrible drama which had just been eivacl^d \i^\at^ \nk^ 
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eyes was not likely to quit her for days. It was vain 
even to try to retain a recumbent posture: she sat up 
hy Shirley's side, counting the slow minutes, and 
watching the June sun mount the heavens. 

Life wastes fast in such vigils as Caroline had of 
late but too often kept; vigils during which the mind, 
— having no pleasant food to nourish it — no manna 
of hope — no hived-honey of joyous memories — 
tries to live on the meagre diet of wishes, and failing 
to derive thence either delight or Support, and feeling 
itself ready to perish with craving want, turns to phi- 
losophy, to resolution, to resighation; calls on all 
these gods for aid, calls vainly, — is unheard, un- 
helped, and languishes. 

Caroline was a Christian; therefore in trouble she 
framed many a prayer after the Christian creed; pre- 
ferred it with deep eamestness; begged for patience, 
strength, relief. This world, however, we all know, 
is the scene of trial andprobation; and, for any favour- 
able result her petitions had yet wrought, it seemed 
to her that they were unheard and unaccepted. She 
believed, sometimes , that God had turned his face 
from her. At moments she was a Calvinist, and sink- 
ing into the gulf of religious despair, she saw darken- 
ing over her the doom of reprobation. 

Most people have had a period or periods in their 
lives when they have feit thus forsaken; when, having 
long hoped against hope, and still seen the day of 
fruition deferred, their hearts have truly sickened 
within them. This is a terrible hour, but it is often 
that darkest point which precedes the rise of day; that 
turn of the year when the icy January wind carries 
over the waste at once the dirge of departing winter, 
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and the prophecy of Coming spring. The perishing 
birds, however, cannöt thus understand the blast be- 
fore which they shiver; and as little can the suffering 
soul recognise, in the climax of its affliction, the dawn 
of its deliverance. Yet, let whoever grieves still ding 
fast to love and faith in God: God will never deceive, 
neyer finally desert him. "Whom He loveth, He 
chasteneth." These words are true, and should not 
be forgotten. 

The honsehold was astir at last: the servants were 
up: the shutters were opened below. Caroline, as she 
quitted the couch, which had been bnt a.thorny one 
to her, feit that revival of, spirits which the return of 
day, of action, gives to all but the wholly despairing 
or actaally dying: she dressed herseif, as usual, care- 
folly, trying so to arrange her hair and attire that 
nothing of the forlotuness she feit at heart should be 
visible externally: she looked as fresh as Shirley when 
both were dressed, only that Miss Keeldar's eyes were 
lively, and Miss Helstone's languid. 

"To-day, I shall have much to say to Moore," 
were Shirley's first words; and you could see in her 
face that üfe was füll of interest, expectation, and occu- ' 
pation for her. "He will have to undergo cross-ex- 
amination," she added: "I daresay he thinks he has 
outwitted me cleverly. And this is the way men deal 
with women; still concealing danger from them: think- 
ing, I suppose, to spare them pain. They imagined 
we little knew where they were to-night; we know they 
little conjectured where we were. Men, I believe, 
fancy women's minds something like those of children. 
Now, that is a mistake." 

This was said as she stood at ibe ^\^%^^ Xx^mwü^ 
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her naturallj waved hair into curls, by twining it 
round her fingers. She took up the theme again five 
minutes after, as Caroline fastened her dress and dasped 
her girdle. 

''If men could see us as we really are, they would 
be a little amazed; but the cleverest, the acatest men 
are often under an Illusion about women: they do not 
read them in a true light; they misapprehend them, 
both for good and evil: their good woman is a queer 
thing, half doli, half angel; their bad woman ahnest 
always a fiend. Then to hear them fall into extasies 
with each other's creations, worshipping the heroine 
of such a poem — novel — drama, thinking it fine — 
divine! Fine and divin e it may be, but often quite 
artificial — false as the rose in my best bonnet there. 
If I spoke all I think on this point; if I gave my real 
opinion of some first-rate female characters in first-rate 
works, where should I be? Dead under a caim of 
avenging stones in half an hour." 

"Shirley, you chatter so, I can't' fasten you: be 
still. And after all, authors' heroines are almost as 
good as authoress's heroes." 

"Not at all: women read men more truly than 
men read women. I '11 prove that in a magazine 
paper some day when I've time; only it will never be 
inserted: it will be 'declined with thanks,' and left for 
rae at the publishers." 

"To be Sure; you could not write cleverly enough; 
you don't know enough; you are not leamed, Shirley." 

"God knows, I can't contradict you, Gary: I 'm 
as Ignorant as a stone. There 's one comfort, how- 
ever, you are not much better." 

They descended to breakfast. 
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"I wonder how Mrs. Pryor and Horten se Moore 
have passed the night," said Caroline, as sbe made the 
coffee. '^Selfish being that I am! I never thought oi 
either of them tili just now: they will have heard all 
the tnmult, Fieldhead and the Cottage are so near; 
and Hortense is timid in such matters, so no doubt is 
Mrs. Pryor." 

"Take my word for it, Lina, Moore will have con- 
trived to get bis sister out of the way, she went home 
with Miss Mann; he will have quartered her there for 
the night. As to Mrs. Pryor, I own I am uneasy 
about her; but in another half-hour we will be 
with her." 

By this time the news of what had happened at 

the Hollow was spread all over the neighbourhood. 

Fanny, who had been to Fieldhead to fetch the milk, 

retomed in panting haste, with tidings that there had 

been a battle in the night at Mr. Moore's mill, and 

that some said twenty men were killed. Eliza, during 

Fanny's absence, had been apprised by the butcher's 

boy that the Mill was burnt to the ground. Both women 

rushed into the parlour to announce these terrible facts 

to the ladies, terminating their clear and accurate nar- 

rative by the assertion that they were sure master 

must have been in it all: he and Thomas, the clerk, 

they were confident, must have gone ladt night to join 

Mr. Moore and the soldiers: Mr. Malone, too, had 

Qot been heard of at bis lodgings since yesterday after- 

Doon; and Joe Scott's wife and family were in the 

greatest distress, wondering what had become of their 

bead. 

Scarcely was this Information imparted when a 
knock at the kitchen-dooi* announced t\iQ "^y^^^.^^ 
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errand-boy, arrived in bot haste, bearing a billet from _ 
Mrs. Prjor. It was burriedly written, and urged L 
Miss Keeldar to retom directly, as the neighbourhood l 
and the house seemed likely to be all in confusion, 
and Orders would have to be given which the mistress 
of the hall alone could regulato. In a postcript it 
was entreated that Miss Heistone might not be left 
alone at the Rectory: she had better, it was snggested, 
aecompany Miss Keeldar. 

^^There are not two opinions on that head," said 
Shirley, as she tied on her own bonnet, and then ran 
to fetch Caroline's. : 

"But what will Fanny and Eliza do? And if my l 
uncle returns?" ' 

^^Tour unde will not return yet; he has other fish 
to fry: he will be galloping backwards and forwards 
from Briarfield to Stilbro' all day, rousing the magis- 
trates in the Court-house, and the officers at the 
barracks; and Fanny and Eliza can have in Joe Scott's 
and the clerk's wives to bear them Company. Besides, 
of course , there is no real danger to be apprehended now : 
weeks will elapse before the rioters can again rally, or 
plan any other attempt; and I am much mistaken if 
Moore and Mr. Heistone will not take advanti^e of 
last night*s outbreak to quell them altogether: they 
will frighten the authorities of Stilbro' into energetic 
measures. I only hope they will not be too severe — 
not pursue the discomfited too relentlessly. " 

^^ Robert will not be cruel: we saw that last night,** ^ 
Said Caroline. | 

''But he will be hard," retorted Shirley; "and Bf 
will your uncle." 
As they hurried along the mea^o^ wvÖl ^\^tv\ä&as^ 



TO-MOBRÖW. 45 

path to Fieldhead, they saw the distant highway al- 
ready alive with an unwonted flow of equestrians and 
pedestrians, tending in the direction of the usually so- 
litary HoUow. On reaching the hall, they found the 
back-yard gates open, and the court and kitchen seemed 
crowded with excited milk-fetchers — men, women, anä 
children, whom Mrs. Gill, the housekeeper, appeared 
vainly persuading to take their milk-cans and depart. 
(It w, or was^ by-the-by, the custom in the^ north of 
England for the cottagers on a country squire's es täte 
to receive their supplies of milk and batter from the 
dairy of the Manor-House, on whose pastures a herd 
of milch kine was usually fed for the convenience of 
the neighbourhood. Miss Keeldar owned such a herd 
— all deep - dewlapped , Craven cows , reared on the 
sweet herbage and clear waters of bonnie Airedalc; 
and very proud she was of their sleek aspect and high 
condition.) Seeing now the State of matters, and that 
it wad desirable to effect a clearance of the premises, 
Shiriey stepped in amongst the gossiping groups. She 
bade them good-morning with a certain, frank, tranqail 
ease — the natural characteristic of her manner when 
she addressed numbers; especially if those numbers be- 
longed to the working-class: she was cooler amongst 
her equals, and rather proud to those above her. She 
then asked them if they had all got their milk measured 
out, and understanding that they had, she further ob- 
served that she "wondered what they were waiting for, 
then." 

"We're just talking a bit over this battle there ha^ 
• been at your miln, Mistress," replied a man. 

"Talking a bit! Just like you!" said Shiriey. "It 
is a queer ihmg that all the world is so iond. o\ laMti^ 
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over events: you talk if anybody dies suddenly; you 
talk if a fire breaks out; you taik if a mill-owner fails; 
you talk if he 's murdered. What good does your 
talking do?" 

There is nothing the lower Orders like better than 
a little downright, good-humoured rating. Flattery 
they scorn very much: honest abuse they enjoy. They 
call it speaking plainly, and take a sincere delight in 
being the objects thereof. The homely harshness of 
Miss Keeldar's salutation won her the ear of the whole 
throng in a second. 

" We 're no war nor sonoe 'at is aboon us ; are we?" 
asked a man smiling. 

"Nor a whit better: you that should be modeis of 
industry are just as gossip - loving as the idle. Fine, 
rieh people that have nofhing to do, may be partly ex- 
cused ior trlfiing their time away: you who have to 
earn your bread with the sweat of your brow are quite 
inexcusable." 

"That 's queer, Mistress: suld we never have ft 
holiday because we work hard?" 

''^ Never" was the prompt ans wer; "unless," added 
the 'mistress' with a smile that half-belied the severity 
of her Speech, "unless you knew how to make a better 
use of it than to get together over tum and tea, if you 
are women — or over beer and pipes, if you are men, 
and talk scandal at your neighbour's expense. Come, 
friends," she added, changing at once from bluntness 
to courtesy,, "oblige me by taking your cans and going 
home. I expect several persons to call to-day, and it 
will be inconvenient to have the avenues to the housc 
crowded." 

Yorkshire people are as yleldin^ to persuasion as 
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they are stubborn against oompulsion: the yard was 
clear in five minutes. 

"Thank you, and good-bye to you, friends," said 
Sbirley, as sbe closed the gates on a quiet court. 

Now, let me hear the most refined of Cockneys 
presume to find fault with Yorkshire manners! Taken 
as they ought to be^ the majority of the lads and lasses 
of the West-Riding are gentlemen and ladies, every 
inch of them: it; is only against the weak affectation 
and futile pomposity of a would-be aristocrat they turn 
mutinous. 

Entering by the back-way, the young ladies passed 
through the kitchen (or house^ as the inner kitchen is 
called) to the hall. Mrs. Fryor came running down 
the oak staircase to meet them. She was all unnerved: »' 
her naturally sanguine complexion was pale; her usually 
placid, though tlmid, blue eye was wandering, un- 
settled, alarmed. She did not, however, break out 
into any exclamations , or hurried narrative of what 
had happened. Her predominant feeling had been in 
the course of the night, and was now this moming, a 
sehse of dissatisfaction with herseif that she could not 
feel firmer, cooler, more equal to the demands of the 
occasion. 

"You are aware," she began with a trembling 
voice, and yet the most conscientious anxiety to avoid 
exaggeration in what she was about tp say, — "that 
a body of rioters has attacked Mr. Moore' s mill to- 
night: we heard the firing and confusion very plainly 
here: we none of us slept: it was a sad night: the 
house has been in great bustle all the morning with 
people Coming and going: the servants have applied to 
me for Orders and directiov^^ which 1 resÄV^ ^v^ TkoX 
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feel warranted in giving. Mr. Moore has, I believe, 
sent up for refreshments for the soldiers and others 
engaged in the defence; for some conveniences also for 
the wounded. I couid not tindertake the responsibilitj 
of giving Orders or taking measures. I fear delay may 
have been* injurious in some instances; but this is not 
my house: you were absent, my dear Miss Keeldar — 
what could I do?" 

"Were no refreshments sent?" asked Shirley, while 
her countenance, hitherto so elear, propitious, and 
quiet, even while she was rating the milk-fetchers, sud- 
denly turned dark and warm. 

"I think not, my dear." 

"And nothing for the wounded? no linen — no 
wine — no bedding?" 

"I think not. I cannot teil what Mrs. Gill did; 
bnt it seemed impossible to me, at the moment, to 
venture to dispose of your property by sending sup- 
plies to soldiers — provisions for a Company of soldiers 
Sounds formidable: how many there are I did not ask; 
but I could not think of allowing them to pillage the 
house, as it were. I intended to do what was right; 
yet 1 did not see the case quite clearly, I own." 

"It lies in a nutshell, notwithstanding. These 
soldiers have risked their lives in defence of my pro- 
perty — I suppose they have a right to my gratitude: 
the wounded are our fellow-creatures — I suppose we 
should aid thera. Mrs. Gill!" 

She turned, and called in a voice more clear than 
soft. It rung through the thick oak of the hall and 
kitchen doors more effectually than a bell's summons. 
Mrs. Gill, who was deep in bread-making, came with 
bands and apron in culinary case^ not having dared to 
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Stop to rub the dongh from the one, or to shake the 

flour from the other. Her mistress had never called a 

servant in that voice, save once before, and that wais 

when ehe had seen from the window Tartar in füll tug 

with two carriers' dogs, each of them a match for him 

in size, if not in courage, and their masters Standing 

by, encoüraging their animals, while hers was unbe- 

friended: then, indeed, she had summoned John as if 

theDay of Judgment were at band: nor had she waited 

for the Said John's Coming, but had walked out into 

the lane bonnetless; and after informing the carriers 

that she held them far less of men than the three brutes 

whirling and worrying in the dust before them, had 

pat her hands round the thick neck of the largest of 

the cars ^nd given her whole strength to the essay of 

choking it from Tartar's torn and bleeding eye, just 

above and below which organ the vengeful fangs were 

inserted. Five or six men were presently on the spot 

to help her, but she never thanked one of them : " They 

might have come before, if their will had been good," 

she Said. She had not a word for anybody during the 

rest of the day; but sat near the hall fire tili evening 

watching and tending Tartar, who lay all gory, stiff, 

and swelled, on a mat at her feet. She wept furtively 

over him sometimes, and murmured the softest words 

of pity and endearment, in tones whose music the old, 

scarred, canine warrior acknowledged by licking her 

band or her sandal altemately with bis own red wounds. 

As to John, bis lady turned a cold Shoulder on him 

for a week afterwards. 

Mrs. Gill, . remembering this little episode, came 
•"all of a tremble," as she said herseif. In a firm^ 
brief voice,- Miss Xeeldar proceeded to t^uV. c^^^>C\QrcÄ 

^irley. ff. j^ 
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and give Orders. That at such a time Fieldhead shoidd 1 
have evinced the inhospitality of a miser's hovel, stang 
her haughty spirit to the quick; and the revolt of its 
pride was seen in the heaving of her heart; stir^ed 
stormily under the lace and silk which veiled it. 

^'How long is it since that message came from the 
miU?" 

"Not an hour yet, Ma'am," answered the honse- 
keeper, soothinglj. 

"Not an hour! You might almost as well have 
Said not a daj. They will have applied elsewhere by 
this time. Send a man instantly down to teil them that 
everything this house contains is at Mr. Moore's, Mr. 
Helstone's, and the soldiers' Service. Do that first!" 

While the order was being executed, Shirley moved 
away from her friends, and stood at the hall-window, 
silent, unapproachable. When Mrs. Gill came back, 
she tumed: the purple flush which painful excitement 
kindles on a pale cheek, glowed on hers: the spark 
which displeasure lights in a dark eye fired her glance. 

"Let the contents of the larder and the wine-cellar 
be brought up, put into the hay-carts, and driven 
down to the Hollow. If there does not happen to be 
much bread or much meat in the house, go to the 
butcher and baker» and desire them to send what they 
have: but I will see for myself." 

She moved off. 

"All will be right soon: she will get over it in an 
hour/* whispered Caroline to Mrs. Pryor. "Gro up- 
stairs, dear Madam," she added, affectionately, ^^and 
try to be as calm and easy as you can. The truth is, 
Shirley will blame herseif more than you before the 
äay iB over." 
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By dint of a few more genfle assurances and per- 
suasions, Miss Heistone contrived to soothe the agitated 
lady. Having accompanied her to her apartment, and 
promised to rejoin her there when things were settled, 
Cairoline left her to see, as she said, '4f she could be 
useful." She presently found that she could be very 
useful; for the retinae of servants at Fieldhead was by 
no means numerous, and just now their mistress found 
plenty of occupation for all the hands at her command, 
and for her own also. The delicate good-nature and 
dexterous activity which Caroline brought to the aid 
of the housekeeper and maids, — all somewhat scared 
by their lady's unwonted mood — did a world of good 
at once: it helped the assistants and appeased the 
directress. A chance glance and smile from Caroline 
moved Shirley to an answering smile directly. The 
former was carrying a heavy basket up the cellar- 
stairs. 

"This is a shame!" cried Shirley, running to her. 
"It will strain your -arm." 

She took it from her, and herseif bore it out into 
the yard. The cloud of temper was dispelled when 
she came back; the flash in her eye was melted; the 
shade on her forchead vanished: she resumed her usual 
cheerful and cordial manner to those about her,.tem- 
pering her revived spirits with a little of the softness of 
shame at her previous unjust anger. 

She was still superintending the lading of the cart, 
when a genileman cntered the yard and approached 
her ere she was aware of bis presence. 

"I hope I See Miss Keeldar well, this moming?" 
he Said, examining with rather significant scnitiny her 
still flushed face. 



■ 
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She gave him a look, and then again bent to her 
employment, without replj. A pleasant enough smile 
played on her lips, but she hid it. The gentleman 
repeated bis salutation, stooping, tliat it might re{ich 
her ear with more facility. 

"Well enough, if she be good enough," was the 
answer; "and so is Mr. Moore too, I dare say. To 
speak truth, I am not anxlous about him; some slight 
mischance would be only bis just due: bis conduct has 
been — we will say stränge^ just now, tili we bare I 
time to characterize it by a more exact epithet. Mean- 
time, may I ask what brings him here?*' . 

"Mr. Heistone and I have just received your mes- 
sage, that everything at Fieldhead was at our Service. 
We judged, by the unlimited wording of the gracious 
intimation, that you would be giving; yourself too 
much trouble: I perceive, our eonjecture was correct 
We are not a regiment, remember: only about half 
a dozen soldiers, and as many civilians. AUow me 
to retrench something from these too abundant sup- 
plies." 

Miss Keeldar blushed, while she laughed at her 
own over-eager generosity, and most disproportionate 
calculations. Moore laughed too -^ very quietly, though; 
and as quietly, he ordered basket after basket to be 
taken from the cart, and remanded vessel after vessel 
to t*he cellar. 

"The Rector must hear of this," he said: "he will 
make a good story of it. What an excellent army- 
contractor Miss Keeldar would have been!" again 
he laughed, adding — "It is precisely as I con- 
jectured." 

"You ought to be thankful," said Shirley, ,"and 



TO-MORROW. 53 

not mock me. What could I do? How could I gauge 
your appetites, or number your band? For aught I 
knew, there migl\t have been fifty of you at least to 
victual. You told me nothing; and then, ah appli- 
cation to provision soldiers naturally suggests large 
ideas." 

'^It appears so," remarked Moore, levelling another 
of bis keen, quiet glances at the discomfited Shirley. 
"Now," he continued, addressing the Carter, ''I think 
yoa may take what remains to the Hollow. Your load 
will be somewhat lighter than the one Miss Keeldar 
destined you to carry." 

As the vehicle rambled out of the yard, Shirley, 
rallying her spirits, demanded what had become of the 
wounded. 

^^ There was not a Single man hurt on our side," was 
the answer. 

"You were hurt yourself, on the temples," inter- 
posed a quick, low voice — that of Caroline, who, 
haying withdrawn within the shade of the door, and 
behind the large person of Mrs. Gill, had tili now 
escaped Moore's notice: when she spoke, bis eye 
searched the obscurity of her retreat. 
"Are you much hurt?" she inquired. 
"As you might Scratch your finger with a needle 
in sewing." 

"Lift your hair, and let us see." 
He took bis hat oflT, and did as he was bid, disclo- 
Bing only a narrow slip of court-plaster. Caroline in- 
dicated, by a slight movement of the head, that she 
was satisfied, and disappeared within the clear obscure 
of the interior. 

^^How did sbe know I was hurt?'' «äV^ä. 'V^^ot^^ 
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"By rumour, no doubt. But it is too good in her 
to trouble herseif about you. For my part, it was of 
your victims I was thinking when I inquired after the 
woanded: what damage have your opponents sustained? " 

"One of the rioters, or victims, as you call them, 
was killed, and six were hurt." 

"What have you done with them?" 

"What you will perfectly approve. Medical aid 
was procured immediately; and as soon as we can get 
a couple of covered waggons, and some clean straw, 
they will be removed to Stilbro'/' 

"Straw! you must have beds and bedding. I will 
send my waggon directly, properly furnished; and Mr. 
Yorke, I am sure, will send bis." 

You guess correctiy: he has volunteered already; 
and Mrs. Yorke — who, like you, seems disposed to 
regard the rioters as martyrs, and me, and especially 
Mr. Heistone, as murderers — is at this moment, I 
believe, most assiduously engaged in fitting it up with 
featherbeds, pillows, bolsters, blankets, &c. The 
victims lack no attentions — I promise you, Mr. Hall 
— your favourite parson — has been with them ever 
since six o'clock, exhorting them, praying with them, 
and even waiting on them like any nurse; and Caro- 
line's good friend, Miss Ainley, that uery piain old 
maid, sent in a stock of lint.and linen, something in 
the Proportion of another lady's allowance of beef and 



wine." 



- "That will do. Where is your sister?" 

"Well cared for. I had her securely domiciled with 
Miss Mann. This very moming-, the two set out for 
Wormwood Wells (a noted watering-place), and will 
stay there some weeks." 
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^^So Mr. Heistone domiciled me at the Kectory! 
Mighty clever you gentlemen think you are! I make 
you beartily welcome to the idea, and hope its savour, 
as you chew the cud of reflection upon it, gives you 
pleasnre. Acute and astute, why are you not also om- 
niscient? How is it that events transpire, tinder your 
verj noses, of which you have no suspicion? It should 
be so, otherwise the exquisite gratification of out- 
manoeuvring you would be unknown. Ah! friend, 
you may search my countenance, but you cannot 
read it." 

Moore, indeed, looked as if he could not. 

^^You think me a dangerous specimen of my sex. 
Don't you, now?" 

"A peculiar one, at least." 

"But Caroline — is she peculiar?" 

"In her way — yes." 

"Her way? What is her way?" 

"You know her as well as I do." 

"And knowing her, I assert that she is neither ec- 
centric nor difficult of control: is she?" 

"That depends— " 

"However, there is nothing masculine about her?** 

"Why lay such emphasis on her? Do you consider 
her a contrast, in that respect, to yourself?" 

"You do, no doubt: but that does not signify. Ca- 
roline is neither masculine, nor of what they call the 
spirited order of women." 

"I have Seen her flash out." 

"So have I — but not with manly fire: it was a 
sbort, vivid, trembling glow, that shot up, shone, 
vanished — " 
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"And left her scared at her own dariog. You 
descrihe others besides Caroline." 

"The point I wish to establish is, that Miss Hei- 
stone, though gentle, tractable, and candid' enough, 
is still perfectly capable of defying even Mr. Moore'ß 
penetration." 

"What have you and she been doing?" asked 
Moore, suddenlj. 

"Have you had any breakfast?" 

"What is your mutual mystery?" 

"If you are hungry, Mrs. GiU will give you some- 
thing to eat here. Step into the oak-parlour, and ring 
the bell — you will be served as if at an inn; or, if you 
like better, go back to the Hollow." 

"The alternative is not open to me: I tnust go back. 
Good-morning: the first leisure I have, I will'see 
you again." 



CHAPTER IV 

Mrs. Pryor. 

While Shirley was talking with Moore, Caroline 
rejoined Mrs. Pryor up-stairs« She found that lady 
deeply depressed. She would not say that Miss Keel- 
dar's hastiness had hurt her feelings; but it was evident 
an inward wound galled her. To any but a congenial 
Dature, she would have seemed insensible to the quiet, 
tender attentions by which Miss Heistone sought to 
impart solace; but Caroline knew that, unmoved or 
slightly moved as she looked, she feit, valued, and was 
healed by them. 

"I am deficient in self-confidence and decision," she 
Said at last. ^^I always have been deficient in those 
qualities: yet I think Miss Keeldar should have known 
my character well enough by this time, to be aware 
that I always feel an even painful solicitude to do 
right, to act for the best. The unusual nature of the 
demand on my judgment puzzled me, especially follow- 
ing the alarm's of the night. I could not venture to act 
promptly for another: but I trust no serious barm will 
result from my lapse of firmness." 

A gentle knock was here heard at the door: it was 
half-opened. 

"Caroline, come here," said a low voice. 
Miss Heistone went out: there stood Shirley in the 
gallery, looking contrite, ashamed, sorry as any re- 
pentant child. 

"How is Mrs, Pryor?" she asked. 
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^' Rather ont of spirits," said Caroline. 

"I have behaved very shamefally, very ungene- 
rously, very nngratefnlly to her," said Shirley. "How 
insolent in me to tnm on her thns, for what after all 
was no fanlt, only an excess of conscientionsness on 
her part But I regret my error most sincerely: teil 
her so, and ask if she will forgive me." 

Caroline discharged the errand with heart-felt 
pleasure. Mrs. Fryor rose, came to the door: she did 
not like scenes; she dreaded them as all timid people 
do: she said falteringly — 

"Come in, my dear." 

Shirley did come in with some impetuosity: she 
threw her arms round her governess, and whüe she 
kissed her heartily, she said — 

"Yon know you must forgive me, Mrs. Pryor. I 
could not get on at all if there was a misnnderstanding 
between you and me." 

"I have nothing to forgive," was the reply. "We 
will pass it over now if you please. The finid result of 
the incident is, that it proves more plainly than ever 
how unequal I am to certain crises." 

And that was the painfal feeling which would re- 
main on Mrs. Pryor's mind: no effort of Shirley's er 
Caroline's could efiace it thence: she could forgive her 
offending pupil, not her innocent seif. 

Miss Keeldar, doomed to be in constant request 
during the morning, was presently summoned down- 
stairs again. The Rector called first: a lively welcome 
and livelier reprimand were at his Service; he expected 
both, and, being in high spirits, took them in equally 
good part. 

In the course of his brief visit, he quite forgot to 



MKS. PBYOB. 59 

ask after his niece: the riot, the rioters, tbe mill, the 
magistrates , the heiress, absorbed all bis tbougbts to 
tbe exclusion of family ties. He alluded to tbe part 
bimself and Curate bad taken i in tbe defence of tbe 
Hollow. 

"Tbe vials of pbarisaical wratb will be emptied on 
our beads, for our sbare in tbis business," be said; 
"but I defy every calumniator. I was tbere only to 
Support tbe law, to play my part as a man and a 
Briton; wbicb cbaracters I deem quite compatible with 
tbose of tbe priest and Levite, in tbeir bigbest sense. 
Your tenant, Moore," be went on, "bas won my ap- 
probation. A cooler Commander I would not wisb to 
See, nor a more determined. Besides, tbe man bas 
sbown sound judgment and good sense; first, in being ' 
tborougbly prepared for tbe event wbicb bas taken 
place, and subsequently, wben bis well-concerted plans 
bad secured bim success, in knowing bow to use witb- 
out abusing bis victory. Some of tbe magistrates are 
now well-frigbtened, and, like all cowards, sbow a 
tendency to be cruel; Moore restrains tbem witb ad- 
mirable prudence. He bas bitberto been very unpo- 
pulär in tbe neigbbourbood; but, mark my words, tbe 
tide of opinion will now take a turn in bis favour: 
people will find out that tbey bave not appreciated bim, 
and will basten to remedy tbeir error; and be, wben be 
perceives tbe public disposed to acknowledge bis merits, 
will ßbow a more gracious mien tban tbat witb wbicb 
be bas bitberto favoured us." 

Mr. Heistone was about to add to tbis speecb some 
balf-jesting, balf-serious warnings to Miss Keeldar, on 
tbe subject of ber rumoured partiality for ber talented 
tenant^ when a ring at the door, announem^ W3L^*0cÄt 



60 SHIRLEY. 

caller, checked his raillery; and as that other caller 
appeared in the form of a wbite-haired, elderly gen- 
tleman, with a rather truculent conntenance and dis- 
dainful eye — in short, our old acquaintance, and the 
Rector's old enemy, Mr. Yorke, the priest and Levite, 
seized his hat, and with the briefest of adieux to Miss 
Keeldar, and the sternest of nods to her guest, took 
an ahrupt leave. 

Mr. Torke was in no mild mood, and in no mea- 
sured terms did he express his opinion on the trans- 
action of the night: Moore, the magistrates, the 
soldiers, the mob-leaders each and all came in for a 
share of his invectives; but he rcserved his strongest 
epithets — and real, racy Yorkshire Doric adjectives 
they were — for the benefit of the fighting parsons, the 
^^sanguinary, demoniac" Bector and Curate. Ac- 
cording to him, the cup<of ecclesiastical guilt was now 
fuU indeed. 

"The Chureh," he said, "was in a bonnie pickle 
now: it was time It came down when parsons took to 
swaggeiing amang soldiers, blazing away wi' bullet 
and gunpowder, taking the lives of far honester men 
than themselves." 

"What would Moore have done, if nobody had 
helped him?" asked Shirley. 

"Drunk as he *d brewed — eaten as he 'd baked." 

"Which means, you would have left him by him- 
self to face that mob. Good. He has plenty of cou- 
rage; but the greatest amount of gallantry that ever 
garrisoned one human breast could scare avail against 
two hundred." 

"He had the soldiers; those poor slaves who hire 
out their own blood and spill other folks for money." 
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!'ou abuse soldiers almost as much as you abuse 
men. All who wear red coats are national refuse 
ir eyes, and all who wear black are national 
ers. Mr. Moore, according to you, did wrong 
military aid, and he did still worse to accept of 
her aid. Yoar way of talking amounts to this: 
should have abandoned' bis mill and bis life to 
ge of a set of misguided madmen, and Mr. 
ne and every other gentleman in tbe parish 
have looked on, and seen tbe building razed 
s owner slaughtered, and never stirred a finger 
B eitber." 

L Moore had behaved to bis men from tbe be- 

g as a master ought to behave , they never 

have entertained their present feelings towards 

lasy for you to talk," exclaimed Miss Eeeldar, 
vas beginning to wax warm in her tenant's 

^^you, wbose family have lived at Briarmains 
: generations, to wbose person tbe people have 
siccustomed for fifty years, who know all their 

prejudices, and preferences. Easy, indeed, for 
) act so as to avoid offending them; but Mr. 

came a stranger into tbe district: he came bere 
ind friendless, witb notbing but bis own energies 
k bim; notbing but bis bonour, bis talent, 'and 
iustry to make bis way for bim. A monstrous 
indeed tbat, under such circumstances , he could 
)pularize bis naturally grave, quiet manners, all 
le: could not be jocular, and free, and cordial 
i Strange peasantry, as you are witb your fellow- 
men! An unpardonable transgression, tbat wben 
:roduced improvementa he did not ^ «JüOxyX, ^^ 
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business in quite the most polite way; did not gradate 
bis cbanges as delicately as a rieb capitaiist migbt have 
done! For errors of tbis sort is be to be tbe victim of 
mob-outrage? Is be to be denied evön tbe privilege of 
defending bimself? Are tbose wbo bave tbe bearts of 
men in tbeir breasts (and Mr. Heistone — say what 
you will of bim — bas sucb a beart) tö be reviled like 
malefactors because tbey stand by bim — because they 
venture to espouse tbe cause of one against two 
bundred?" 

"Come — come now — be cool," said Mr. Yorke, 
smiling at tbe earnestness witb wbicb Sbirley muiti- 
plied ber rapid questions. 

"Cool! Must I listen cooUy to downrigbt nonsense 
— to dangerous nonsense? No. I like you very well, 
Mr. Yorke, as you know; but I tborougbly dislike 
some of your principles. All tbat cant — excuse me, 
but I repeat the word — all tbat cant about soldiers 
and parsons is most offensive in my ears. A.11 ridi- 
culous, irrational crying up of one class, wbetber the 
same be aristocrat or democrat — all bowling down of 
anotber class, wbetber clerical or military — all ex- 
acting injustice to individuals, wbetber monarcb or 
mendicant — is really sickening to me : all arraying of 
ranks against ranks, all party batreds, all tyrannies 
disguised as liberties, I reject and wasb my bands of. 
You tbink you are a philantbropist; you tbink you are 
an advocate of liberty; but I will teil you tbis — Mr. 
Hall, tbe parson of Nunnely, is a better friend l?otb of 
man and freedom, tban Hiram Yorke, tbe Reformer of 
Briarfield." 

From a man, Mr. Yorke would not bave borne this 
language very patiently, nor would be bave endured it 
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from some women; but he accounted Shirley both 
honest and prettj, and her plain-spoken ire amused 
bim: besldes, he took a secret pleasure in hearing her 
defend her tenant, for we have alreadj intimated he 
had Robert Moore's interest very much at heart: 
moreover, if he wished to avenge himself for her se- 
Terity, he knew the means lay in his power: a word, 
he believed, would suffice to tarne and silence her, to 
Cover her . frank forehead with the rosj shadow of 
shame, and veil the glow of her eye under down- 
drooped lid and lash. 

"What more hast thou to say?" he inquired, as 
she paused, rather it appeared to take breath, than 
because her subject or her zeal was exhausted. 

"Say, Mr. Yorke?" was the answer, the Speaker 
meantime Walking fast frop[i wall to wall of the oak- 
parlonr. "Say? I have a great deal to say, if I could 
get it out in lucid Order, which I never can do. I 
have to say that your views, and those of most ex- 
treme politicans are such as none but men in an ir- 
responsible position can advocate; that they are purely 
Opposition views, meant only to be talked about, and 
never intended to be acted on. Make you prime mi- 
nister of England to-morrow, and you would have to 
abandon them. You abuse Moore for defending his 
mill: had you been in Moore's place you could not 
with honour or sense have acted otherwise than he 
acted. You abuse Mr. Heistone for everything he 
does: Mr. Heistone has his faults: he sometimes does 
wrong, but oftener right. Were you ordained vicar of 
Briarfield, you would find it no easy task to sustain 
all the active schemes for the benefit of the parish 
planned and persevered ia by your pTeÄft<i^«.%^T» ^ 
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wonder people cannat judge more fairly of each other 
and themsehres. Wh^n I hear Messrs. Malone and 
Donne chatter about the authority of the Church, the 
dignity and claims of the priesthood, the deference due 
to them as clergymen; when I hear the outbreaks of 
their small spite against Dissenters; when I witness 
their silly narre w jealousies and assumptions; when 
their palaver about forms, and traditions, and snper- 
stitions, is sounding in my ear; when I. behold their 
insolent carriage to the poor, their often base serviiity 
to the rieh, I think the Establishment is indeed in a 
poor way, and both she and her sons appear in the 
utmost need of reformation. Tuming away distressed 
(öpn minster-tower and village spire — ay, as distressed, 
lä a churchwarden who feels the exigence of white- 
wash, and has not wherewithal to purchase lime — I 
recall your senseless sarcasms on the 4at bishops,' the 
^ pampered parsons,' 'öld mother church,* &c. I re- 
member your strictures on all who differ from you, 
your sweeping condemnation of classes and individuals, 
without the slightest allowance made for circumstances 
or temptations; and then, Mr. Yorke, doubt clutches 
my inmost heart as to whether men exist dement, 
reasonable, and just enough to be entrusted with the 
task of reform. In don't believe you are of the 
number." 

"You have an ill opinion of me, Miss Shirley: you 
never told me so much of your mind before." 

"I never had an opening; but I have sat on Jessy's 
stool by your chair in the back-parlour at Briarmaiits, 
for evenings together, listening excitedly to your talk, 
half-admiring what you said, and half-rebelling against 
it I think you a fine old Yorkshireman , Sir: I am 
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prond to have been bom in the same connty and parish 
EIS yonrself — truthful, upright, independent you are, 
as a rock based beiow seas; but also you are harsh, 
rade, narrow, and merciless." 

"Not to the poor, lass — nor to the meek of the 
earth — only to the proud and high-minded." 

"And what right have you, Sir, to make such 
distinctions? A prouder — a higher-minded man than 
^ourself does not exist. Tou find it easy to speak 
comfortably to your inferiors — you are too haughty, 
too ambitious, too jealous to be civil to those above 
yon. But you are all alike. Heistone also is proud 
and prejudiced. Moore, though juster and more con- 
siderate than either you or the Rector, is still haughty, 
Stern, and, in a public sense, selfish. ' It is well there 
are such men as Mr. Hall to be found occasionally: 
men of large and kind hearts, who can love their 
whole race, who can forgive others for being richer, 
more prosperous, or more powerful than they are. 
Such men may have less originality, less force of 
character than you, but they are better friends to 
mankind." 

"And when is it to be?" said Mr. Yorke, now 
rising. 

"When is what to be?" 

"The wedding." 

"Whose wedding?" 

"Only that of Robert Gerard Moore, Esq. of 
HoUow's Cottage,with MissKeeldar, daughter and heiress 
of the late Charles Cave Eeeldar of Fieldhead Hall." 

Shirley gazed at the questioner with rising colour; 
but the light in her eye was not faltering: it shone 
steadily — yes — it bnroed deeply. 
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^'That 18 yonr revenge," she 8aid, slowly: theo 
added; '^Woold it be a baid match, nnworthy of the 
lata Charles Gave Eeeldar's representatiye?" 

^^My lass, Moore is a gentleman: bis blood is pure 
and ancient as^mine or thine." 

"And if^e two set störe by ancient blood?* We 
bave family pride, thongh one of ns at least is a Be- 
publican?" 

Yorke bowed as he stood before her. His lips 
were mute, but his eye confessed the impeachment. 
Yes — he had family pride — you saw it in his whole 
bearing. 

"Moore is a gentleman," echoed Shirley, lifting her 
head with glad grace. She checked herseif — words 
seemed crowding to her tongue, she would not give 
them utterance; bat her look spoke much at the mo- 
ment: what — Yorke tried to read, but could not — 
the langaage was there — yisible, but untranslatable 
— a poem — a fervid lyric in an unknown tongoe« 
It was not a piain story, however — no simple gush 
of feeling — no ordinary love-confession — that was 
obvious; it was something othchr, deeper, more intricate 
than he guessed at: he feit his revenge had not strack 
home; he feit that Shirley triamphed — she held him 
at fault, baffled, puzzled: sAe enjoyed the moment — 
not he.** 

"And if Moore is a gentleman, you can be only a 
lady, therefore — ** 

"Therefore there would be no inequality in our 
Union?" 

"None." 

^*Tbaak you for your apptoibBi^oii» VTül ^qxl (pve 
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me away when I relinquish the name of Eeeldar for 
that of Moore?" 

Mr. Torke instead of repljing, gazed at her mnch 
pnzzled. He could not divine what her look signified; 
whether she spoke in earnest or in jest: there was 
purpose and feeling, hanter and scoff playing, mingled, 
on her mobile lineaments. 

^^I don't understand thee," he said, tnming away. 

She laughed: '^Take courage, Sir; you are not 
Singular in your ignorance: hut I suppose if Moore 
understands me that will do — will it not?" 

^^ Moore may settle his own matters henceforward 

for me; I 'U neither meddle nor make with them further." 

c 
A new thought crossed her: her countenance hanged 

magically: with a sudden darkening of the eye, and 

anstere fixing of the features, she demanded: — 

^^Have you been asked to interfere? Are you 
questioning me as another's proxy?" 

"The Lord save us. Whoever weds thee must look 
about him! Keep all your questions for Robert; I '11 
answer no more on 'em. Good-day, lassie!" 



The day being fine, or at least fair — for soft douds 
cnrtained the sun, and a dim but not chill 'or waterish 
haze slept blue on the hills — Caroline, while Shirley 
was engaged with her callers, had persuaded Mrs. 
Pryor to assume her bonnet and summer shawl, and 
to take a walk with her up towards the narrow end of 
the HoUow« 

Here, the opposing sides of the glen approachin^ 
eaeh other^ and becoming dothed with. bv^^&^i^oQ^ «scA 
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stunted oaks, formed a wooded ravine; at the bottom 
of which ran the mill-stream, in broken unquiet eourse, 
struggling with many stones, chafing against rugged 
banks, fretting with gnarled tree-roots, foaming, 
gargling, batüing as it went. Here, when you had 
wandered half a mile froni the mill, you fonnd a sense 
of deep solitude: fonnd it in the shade of unmolested 
trees; received it in the einging of many birds, for 
which that shade made a home. This was no trodden 
way: the freshness of the wood-flowers attested tbat 
foot of man seldom pressed them: the abounding wiid- 
roses looked as if they budded, bloomed, and faded 
undei: the watch of solitude, as in a Sultan 's barem. 
Here you saw the sweet azure of blue-bells, and re- 
cognised in pearl- white blossoms, spangling the grass, 
a humble type of ^ome starlit spot in Space. 

Mrs. Fryor liked a quiet walk: she ever shunned 
highroads, and sought byeways and lonely lanes: one 
companion she preferred to total solitude, for in solitude 
she was nervous:, a vague fear of annoying encounters 
broke the enjoyment of quite lonely rambles; but she 
feared nothing with Caroline: when once she got away 
from human habitations, and entered the still demesne 
of Nature, accompanied by this one youthful friend, a 
propitious change seemed to steal over her mind and 
beam in her countenance. When with Caroline — and 
Caroline only — her heart, you would have said, shook 
off a bürden, her brow put aside a veil, her spirits too 
escaped from a restraint: with her she was cheerfol; 
with her, at times, she was tender: to her she would 
impart her knowledge, reveal glimpses of her ex- 
perience, give her opportunities for guessing what life 
sbe had hVed, what cultwatiou her mind had received, 
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of what calibre was her intelligence, how and where 
her feelings were vulnerable. 

To-day, for instance, as they walked along, Mrs. 
Pryor talked to her companion abont the various birds 
einging in the trees, discriminated their species, and 
Said something about their habits and peculiarities. 
English natural history seemed familiär to her. All 
the wild fiowers round their path were recognised by 
her: tiny plants springing near stones and peeping out 
of chinks in old walls — plants such as Caroline had 
scarcely noticed before — received a name and an in- 
timation of their properties: it appeared that she had 
minutely studied the botary of English fields and 
woods. Having reached the head of the ravine, they 
sat down together on a ledge of gray and mossy rock 
jutting from the base of a steep green hill, which 
towered above them: she looked round her, and spoke 
of the neighbourhood as she had once before seen it 
l(»ig ago. She alluded to its changes, and compared 
its aspect with that of other parts of England; revealing 
in quiet, uneonscious touches of description, a sense of 
the picturesque, an appreciation of the beautiful or 
commonplace, a power of comparing the wild with the 
coltured, the grand with the tarne, that gave to her 
discourse a graphic charm as pleasant as it was un- 
pretending. 

The sort of reverent pleasure with which Caroline 
listened— so sincere, so quiet, yet so evident, stirred 
the eider lady's faculties to gentle animation. Rarely, 
probably, had she, with her chill, repellent outside — 
her diffident mien and incommunicative habits, known 
what it was to excite in one whom she herseU cowld 
love, feeljDgs of earnest aöection and admirm^ ^^\Ä«ai. 
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Delightful, donbüess, was the conscionsness that 8 
joung girl towards whom it seemed — judging by the 
moTed expression of her eyes and features — her heart 
tomed with ahnost a fond impulse, looked up to her 
as an instractor, and clung to her as a friend. With 
a somewhat more marked accent of interest than she 
often permitted herseif to use, she said, as she bent 
towards her yonthful companion, and put aside from 
her forehead a pale brown carl which had strayed from 
the confining comb: — 

^^I do hope this sweet air blowing from the hill 
will do you good, my dear Caroline: I wish I conid 
See something more of colonr in these chäeks — bot 
perhaps you were never florid?" 

^*I had red cheeks once," retumed Miss Heistone, 
smiling. "I remember a year — two years ago, when 
I used to look in the glass, I saw a dififerent face there 
to what I See now — rounder and rosier. But when 
we are young," added the girl of eighteen, '^our minds 
are carcless and our lives easy." 

"Do you" — continued Mrs. Pryor, mastering by 
an effort that tyrant timidity which made it difficult for 
her, even under present circnmstances, to attempt the 
scrutiny of another's heart, — "Do you, at your age, 
fret yourself with cares for the future? Believe me, you 
had better not: let the morrow take thought for the 
things of itself." 

"True, dear Madam: it is not over the future I 
pine. The eyil of the day is sometimes oppressive — 
töo oppressive, and I long to escape it" 

"That is — the evil of the day — that is — your 
unde perhaps is not — you find it difficul^tto linder- 
stand — he does not ap^reeiOitA — " 
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Mrs. Pryor coiild not complete her broken sen- 
tences: she could not mancige to put the question 
whether Mr. Heistone was too barsh with his niece, 
bat Caroline comprebended. 

'^Ob, tbat is notbing," sbe replied; '^my uncle and 
I get on very well: we never quarrel — I don't call 
bim harsb — be never scolds me. Sometimes I wisb 
somebody in tbe world loved me; but I cannot say 
tbat I particularly wisb bim to bave more affection for 
me tban be bas. As a cbild, I sbould perhaps bave 
feit tbe want of attention, only tbe servants were very 
kind to me; but wben people are long indifferent to 
as, we grow indifferent to äieir indifference« It is my 
oncle's way not to care for women and girls — imless 
tbey be ladies tbat be meets in Company: be could not 
alter, and I bave no wisb tbat be sbould alter, as far 
as I am concemed. I believe it would merely annoy 
and frigbten me were be to be affectionate towards me 
now. But you know, Mrs. Pryor, it is scarcely living 
to measure time as I do at tbe Bectory. Tbe bours 
pass, and I get tbem over somebow, but I do not live. 
I endure existence, but I rarely enjoy it Since Miss 
Keeldar and you came, I bave been — I was going to 
say — bappier, but tbat would be untrue." Sbe paused. 

^'How, untrue? Tou are fond of Miss Keeldar, 
are you not, my dear?" 

'^Yery fond of Sbirley: I botb like and admire her: 
but I am painfully circumstanced: for a reason I cannot 
explain, I wänt to go away from this place, and to 
forget it" 

"You told me before you wished to be a governess; 
but, my dear, if you remember, I did not encouraj^i^ 
Üie idea. I bare heen a governess my&äl ^^«X ^^xN* 
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of my life. In Miss Keeldar's acqnaintance, I esteem 
myself most fortunate: her talents and her really sweet 
dispositlon have rendered my oMoe easy to me'; bnt 
when I was yonng, before I married, my trials were 
severe, poignant. I should not like a — . I shouli 
not like you to endure similar ones. It was my lot to 
enter a family of considerable pretensions to good birth 
and mental superiority, and the members of which also 
believed that ^on them was perceptible' an unusnal 
endowment of the ^Christian graces:' that all their 
hearts were regenerate, and their spirlts in a pectiliar 
State of discipline. I was early given to understand, 
that 'as I was not their equal,' so I could not expect 
'to have their sympathy.' It was in no sort concealed 
from me that I was held 'a bürden and a restraint in 
Society.' The gentlemen, I fonnd, regarded me as *a 
tabooed woman/ to whom ^they were interdicted from 
granting the usual Privileges of the sex/ and yet who 
'annoyed them by frequently crossing their path.' The 
ladies too made it piain that they thought me 'a bore.' 
The servants, it was signified, 'detested me:' why^ I 
could never clearly comprehend. My pnpils, I was 
told, 'however much they might love me, and how 
deep soever the interest I might take in them, could not 
be my friends.' It was intimated, that I must 'live 
alone, and never transgress the invisible but rigid Une 
which established the difiTerence between me and my 
employers.' My life in this house was sedentary, so- 
lita^, constrained, joyless, toilsome. The dreadfiil 
crushing of the animal spirits, the ever prevailing 
sense of friendlessness and homelessness consequent on 
this State of things, began ere long to produce mortal 
effecta on my Constitution, — 1 eickened. The lady 
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of tbe house told me C00II7 I was the victim of 
^wounded vanity.' She hinted, that if I did not make 
an effort to quell mj ^ungodly discontent/ to cease 
'muimiiring against God's appointment,' and to col- 
tiyate the profound humility befitting my Station, my 
mind would very likely 'go to pieces' on the rock that 
wrecked most of my sisterhood — morbid self-esteem; 
and that I should die an inmate of a lunatic asylum. 

^^I Said nothing to Mrs. Hardman; it woiüd have 
been useless; but to her eldest daughter I one day 
dropped a few observations , which were answered 
thus: — 

^'There were hardships, she allowed, in the position 
of a govemess: 'doubtless they had their trials; bnt,' 
she averred, with a manner it makes me smile now to 
recall — 'but it must be so. She (MissH.) had neither 
view, bope, nor wUh to see these things remedied; for, 
in the inherent Constitution of English habits, feeUngs, 
and prejudices, there was no possibility that they should 
be. Governesses,' she observed, 'must ever be kept in 
a sort of isolation: it is the qnly means of maintaining 
that distance which the reserve of English manners and 
the decorum of English families exact.' 

''I remember I sighed as Miss Hardman qnitted 
my bedside: she caught the sound, and turning, said 
Beverely, — 

'''I fear, Miss Grey, you have inherited in füllest 
measure the worst sin of our fallen nature — the sin 
of pride. Tou are proud, and therefore you are un- 
grateful too. Mama pays you a handsome salary; and, 
if you had average sense , you would thankfully put up 
with much that is fatiguing to do and irksome to bear, 
since it is so well made worth your wYiile.^ . 
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''Miss Hardman, my love, was a very strong- 
minded young lady, of most distinguished taleDts: the 
aristocraoy are decidedly a very superior class, yon 
know — both physically and morally and mentally — 
as a high Tory I acknowledge that — I could not 
describe the dignity of her voice and mien as she ad- 
dressed me thus: still, I fear, she was selfish, my dear. 
I would never wish to speak iU of my superiors in 
rank; but I think she was a little selfish. 

"I remember," continued Mrs. Pryor, after a pause, 
''another of Miss H.'s observations, which she would 
ntter with quite a grand air. 'We,' she would say,— 
'We need the imprudencies, extravagances, .mistakes, 
and crimes of a certain number of fathers to sow the 
seed from which W£ reap the harrest of govemesses. 
The daughters of tradespeople, however well educated, 
must necessarily be underbred, and as such unfit to be 
inmates of oub dwellings, or guardians of oub children's 
minds and persons. We shall ever prefer to place those 
about OüB offspring, who have been bom and bred with 
somewhat of the same refinement as oubselyes.' " 

''Miss Hardman mnst have thoüght herseif some- 
thing better than her fellow-creatores , Ma'am, sinoe 
she held that their calamities, and even crimes, were 
necessary to minister to her convenience.« Tou say she 
was religions: her religion must have been that of the 
Pharisee, who thanked God that he was not as other 
men are, nor even as that publican." 

"My dear, we will not discuss the point: I should 
be the last person to wish to instil into your mind any 
feeling of dissatisfaction with your lot in life, or any 
sentiment of envy or insubordination towards your 
superior». ^ Implicit Submission to authorities, scru- 
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pnlous deference to onr betters (under which tenn I, 
of course, indude the higher classes of society) are, in 
my opinion, indispensable to the well-being of every 
Community. All I mean to say, my dear, is, that you 
had better not attempt to be a governess, as the duties 
of the Position would be too severe for your Consti- 
tution. Not one word of disrespect would I breathe 
towards either Mrs. or Miss Hardman; only, recalling 
my own experience, I cannot but feel that, were you 
to fall under auspices such as theirs, you would con- 
tend a while courageously with your doom; then you 
would pine and grow too weak for your work: you 
would come home — if you still had a home — broken 
down. These languishing years would follow, of which 
none but the invalid and her immediate friends feel the 
heart-sickness and know the bürden: consumption or 
decline would dose the chapter. Such is the history 
of many a life: I would not have it yours. My dear, 
we will now walk about a little, if you please." 

They both rose and slowly paced a green natural 
terrace bordering the chasm. 

"My dear," ere long again began Mrs. Pryor, a 
sort of timid, embarrassed abruptness marking her 
manner as she spoke, "the young, especially those to 
whom nature has been favourable — often — frequently 
— anticipate — look forward to — to marriage as the 
end, the goal of their hopes." 

And she stopped. ' Caroline came to her relief with 
promptitude, showing a great deal more self-possession 
and courage than herseif on the formidable topic now 
broached. 

"They do; and naturally," she replied, with a calm 
emphasis that Btartleä Mrs. Pryor. ^^TYie^ Vi^ V^t- 
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ward to marriage with some one they love as ihe 
brightest, — the only bright destiny that can await 
them. Are they wrong?" 

"Oh, my dear!" exclaimed Mrs. Pryor, dasping 
her hands: and again she paused« Caroline tumed a 
searching, an eager eye on the face of her friend: that 
face was much agitated. "My dear," she murmured, 
"Ii(ie is an Illusion." 

"But not love! Love is real: the most real, the 
most lasting — the sweetest and yet the bitterest thing 
we know." 

"My dear — it is very bitter. It is said to bc 
strong — strong as death! Most of the cheats of 
existence are strong. As to their sweetness — nothing 
is so transitory: its date is a moment, — the twin- 
kling of an eye: the sting remains for ever: it may 
perish with the dawn of eternity, bat it tortures through 
time into its deepest night." 

"Yes, it tortures through time," agreed Caroline, 
"except when it is mutual love." 
' "Mutual love! My dear, romances are pemicious. 
Tou do not read them, I hope?" 

"Sometimes — whenever I can get them, iadeed; 
but romance-writers might know nothing of love, 
judging by the way in which they treat of it" 

"Nothing whatever, my dear!" assentedMrs. Pryor, 
eagerly; "nor of marriage; and the fälse pictures they 
give of those subjects cannot be too strongly con- 
demned. They are not like reality: they show you 
only the green tempting surface of the marsh, and 
give not one faiihful or truthfnl hint of the slough 
undemeath." 

^'But it ia not always 8loug|h " ob^ected Caroline. 
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^'Uiere ore happy marriages. Where affection is re- 
ciprocal and sincere, and minds are hannonious, mar- 
riages must be happy." 

'*It is never wholly happy. Two people can never 
literally be as one: there is, perhaps, a possibility of 
content under peculiar circumstances , such as are 
seldom combined; but it is as well not to ran the risk: 
you may make fatal mistakes. Be satisfied, my dear: 
let all the Single be satisfied with their freedom." 

"You echo my uncle's wordsl" exdaimed Caroline, 
in a tone of dismay: ^'you speak like Mrs. Torke, in 
her most gloomy moments: — like Miss Mann, when 
she is most sourly and hjrpochondriacally disposed. 
This is terrible!" 

"No, it is only true. Oh, childl you have only 
iived the pleasant morning time of life: the hot, weary 
noon, the sad evening, the sunless night are yet to 
come for you! Mr. Heistone, you say^ talks as I talk; 
and I wonder how Mrs. Matthewson Heistone would 
have talked had she been living. She died! she died!" 

'^And, alas! my own mother and father " 

exdaimed Caroline, Struck by a sombre recollection. 

"What of them?" 

"Did I never teil you that they were separated?" 

" I have heard it." 

"They must then have been very miserable." 

"You See aUfacts go to prove what I say." 

"In this case there ought to be no such thing as 
marriage." 

"There ought, my dear, were it only to prove that 
this life is a mere State of probation, wherein neither 
rest nor recompense is to be vouchsafed." 

"But your own marriage, Mrs. PryotV 
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Mrs« Pryor shrunk and shuddered as if a rüde 
finger had pressed a naked nerve: Caroline feit she 
had touched what would not bear the slightest contact 

"My marriage was un.happy," said the lady, 8um- 
moning courage at last; "but yet — " she hesitated. 

"But yet," suggested Caroline, "not immitigably 
wretched?" 

"Not in its results, at least No," she added, in 
a softer tone; "God mingles something of the balm of 
mercy even in vials of the most corrosive woe. He can 
so tum events, that from the very same blind, rash act 
whence sprang the cnrse of half our life, may flow the 
blcssing of the remainder. Then, I am of a peculiar 
disposition, I ownthat: farfrom facile, without address, 
in some points eccentric. I ought never to have mar- 
ried: mine is not the nature easily to find a duplicate, or 
likely to assimilate with a contrast. I was quite aware 
of my own ineligibility; and if I had bot been so mise- 
rable as a governess, I never shonld have married; and 
then — " 

Caroline's eyes asked her to proceed: they en- 
treated her to break the thick dond of despair, which 
her previous words had seemed to spread over life. 

"And then, my dear, Mr. — , that is, the gentle- 
man I married, was, perhaps, rather an exceptional 
than an average character. I hope, at least, the ex- 
perience of few has been such as mine was, or tbat 
few have feit their sufferings as I feit mine. They 
nearly shook my mind: relief was so hopeless, redress 
so nnattainable: but, my dear, I do not wish to dis- 
hearten, I only wish to warn you, and to prove tbat 
the Single should not be too anxious to change their 
State, as they may change for the worse.*' < 



MBS. PBTOR. 79 

^^Thank you, my dear Madam. I qaite nnderstand 
yoar kind intentions; but there is no fear of my 
falling into the error to whlch you allade. I, at least, 
have no thoughts of marriage, and for that reason, 
I want to make myself a position by 8ome other 
means." 

^'My dear, listen to me. On what I am going to 

say, I have carefally deliberated; having, indeed, re- 

volved the subject in my thoughts ever since you first 

mentioned your wish to obtain a Situation. You know 

I at present reside with Miss Eeeldar in the capacity 

of companion: should she marry (and that she wiii 

marry ere long, many drcumstances induce me to con« 

dude), I shall cease to be necessary to her in that 

capacity. I must teil you that I possess a small in- 

dependency, arising parüy from my own sayings, and 

partly from a legacy left me some years since; when« 

everl leave Fieldhead, I shall take a house of my own; 

I could not endure to live in solitude: I have no rela- 

tions whom I care to invite to close intimacy; for, as 

you must have observed, and as I have already avowed, 

my habits and tastes have their pecnliarities : to you, 

my dear, I need not say I am attached; with you I am 

happier than I have ever been with any living thing*' 

(this was Said with marked emphasis). '^Your society 

I should esteem a very dear privilege — an inestimable 

privilege, a comfort, a blessing. You shall come to 

me then. Caroline, do you refuse me? I hope you 

can love me?" 

And with these two abrupt questions she stopped. 

'^Indeed, I do love you," was the reply. "I 
should like to live with you: but you are too kind." 

"All I have," went on Mrs. Pryor, ''''\ -^ws^^ 
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leave tp you: yoti shoold be provided for, büt never 
again saj I am too kind, Tou pierce my beart, 
chUd!" 

^^But, my dear Madam — tbis generosity — I bave 
no Claim — " 

^^Hush! yoa mufit not talk abont it: tbere are 
some tbings we camiot bear to hear. Ob! it is late to 
begin, but I may yet live a few years: I can never 
wipe oat tbe past, but perbaps a brief Space in the 
future ipay yet be mine!" 

Mrs. Pryor seemed deeply agitated: large tears 
trembled in ber eyes and roUed down ber cbeeks. Ca- 
roline kissed ber, in ber gentle caressing way, saying 
softly — 

"I love you dearly. Don't cry." 

But the lady's wbole frame seemed sbaken: sbe sat 
down, beut ber bead to ber knee and wept aloud. 
Nothing could console ber tili tbe inward storm had 
had its way. At last tbe agony subsided of itself. 

^'Poor thing!" sbe murmured, retoming Caroline'^ 
kiss: ^'poor lonely lamb! But come," sbe added ab- 
ruptly; "come, we must go bome." 

Fpr a Short distance Mrs. Pryor walked very fast: 
by degrees, bowever, sbe calmed down to ber wonted 
manner, feil into her usual cbaractenstic pace, — a pe- 
culiar one like all ber movements, — and by tbe time 
they reached Fieldhead, sbe had re-entered into her* 
seif: the outside was, as usual, still and sby. 
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Two lives. 

Onlt half of Moore's activity and resolution had 
been seen in his defence of the mill: he showed the 
other half (and a terrible half it was) in the indefati-. 
gable, the relentless assiduitj with which he pursned 
the leaders of the riot. The mob, the mere followers, 
he let alone: perhaps an innate sense of justice told 
him that men misled by false counsel, and goaded by 
privations, are not fit objects of vengeance, and that he 
who would Visit an even violent act on the bent head: 
of snffering, is a tyrant, not a judge. At all events, 
though he knew many of the nutnber, having re<* 
cognised them during the latter part of ihe attack when 
day began to dawn, he let them daily pass him on 
Street and road without notice or threat. 

The leaders he did not know. Theywere strangers: 
emissaries from the large towns. Most of these were 
not members of the operative class: they were chiefly 
"down-draughts," bankrupts, men always in debt and 
often in drink — men who had nothing to lose, and 
much — in the way of character, calsh, and deanliness 
— to gain. These persons Moore hunted like any 
slouth-hound; and well he liked the occnpation: its ex- 
citement was of a kind pleasant to his nature: he liked 
it bettor thän making cloth. 

His horse mnst have hated these times, for it was 
ridden both hard and often: he almoBl ^n^^ qtw ^^ 
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road, and the fresh air was as welcome to his Inngs 
as the policeman's quest to bis mood: he preferred it 
to the steam of dye-houses. The magistrates of the 
district must have dreaded him: they were slow, timid 
men ; he liked both to frighten and to ronse them. He 
liked to force them to betraj a certain fear, which made 
them alike falter in resolve and recoil in action — the 
fear, simplj, of assassination. This, indeed, was the 
dread which had hitherto hampered every manufacturer, 
and almost everj public man in the district. Helstone 
alone had ever repelled it. The old Cossack knew well 
he might be shot: he knew there was risk; but such 
death had for his nerves no terrors : it would have been 
his chosen — might he have had a choice. 

Moore likewise knew his danger: the result was an 
ttnqaenchable scorn of the quarter whence such danger 
was to be apprehended. The consciousness tbat he 
huiited assassins was the spur in his high-mettied 
temper's flank. As for fear, he was too proud — too 
W'd-nurtured — (if you will) — too phlegmatic a man 
to fear. Many a time he rode belated over moors, 
moonlit or moonless as the case might be, with feelings 
far more elate, faculties far better refreshed, than when 
safety and Stagnation environed him in the counting- 
house. Four was the number of the leaders to be ac- 
eounted for: two, in the course of a fortnight, were 
brought to bay near Stilbro* ; the remaining two it was 
necessary to seek further off: their haunts were supposed 
to lie near Birmingham. 

Meantime, the clothier did not neglect his battered 
mill: its reparation was esteemed a light task; car- 
penters' and glaziers' work alone being needed. The 
rloteara not having succeeded in effecting an «ntrance, 
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bis grim, metal darlings — the machines — Lad escaped 
damage. 

Whether, during this busy life — whether, while 
Stern justice and exacting business claimed bis energies 
and harassed bis tbongbts — be now and tben gave one 
moment, dedicated one effort, to keep alive gentler fires 
tban tbose wbicb smoulder in tbe fane of Nemesis, it 
was not easy to discover. He seldom went near Field- 
bead; if be did, bis visits were brief: if be called at tbe 
Rectory, it was oniy to bold Conferences wi£h tbe Bector 
in bis study. He maintained bis rigid course very steadily. 
Meantime, tbe bistory of tbe year continued troubled: 
tbere was no lull in the tempest of war; ber long burri- 
cane still swept tbe Continent. Tbere was not tbe 
faintest sign of serene weatber: no opening amid '^tbe 
clouds of batde-dust and smoke;" no fall of pure dews 
genial to tbe olive; no cessation of tbe red rain wbich 
nourisbes tbe baleful and glorions laurel. Meantime, 
Ruin bad ber sappers and miners at work under Moore's 
feet, and wbetber be rode or walked — wbetber be only 
crossed bis counting-bouse beartli, or galloped over 
sullen Busbedge — be was aware of a boUow ecbo, and 
feit tbe ground sbake to bis tread. - 

Wbile tbe summer tbus passed witb Moore, how 
did it lapse witb Sbirley and Caroline? Let us first 
Visit tbe beiress. How does sbe look? Like a love- 
lom maiden, pale and pining for a neglectful swain? 
Does sbe sit tbe day long beut over some sedentary 
task? Has sbe for ever a book in ber band, or sew- 
ing on ber knee, and eyes only for tbat, and words 
for notbing, and tbougbts unspoken? 

By no means. Sbirley is all rigbt. If ber wistfnl 
cast of pbysiognomj is not gone, no mote v&V^x ^»sc^* 
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less smile. Slie keeps her dark old manor-house light 
and bright with her cheery presence: the galleiy, and 
the low-ceiled Chambers that open into it, have leamed 
lively echoes from her voice: the dun entrance-hall, 
with its one window, has grown pleasantly accustomed 
to the frequent rustle of a silk dress, as its wearer 
sweeps aeross from room to room, now carrying flowerS 
to the barbarous peach-bloom saloo, now entering the 
dining-room to open its casements and let in the scent 
of mignonette and sweet-briar, anon bringmg plante 
from the staircase-window to place in the sun at the 
open porch-door. 

She takes her sewing occasionallj; but, by some 
fatality, she is doomed never to sit steadily at it for 
above five minntes at a time: her thimble is scarcely 
fitted on, her needle scarce threaded, when a sudden 
thought calls her up-stairs: perhaps she goes to seek 
some just-then-remembered old ivory-backed needle- 
book, or older china-topped work-box, quite unneeded, 
büt which seems at the momeut indispensable; perhaps 
to arrange her hair, or a drawer which she recollects 
to have seen that morning in a State of curious con- 
fasion; perhaps only to take a peep from a particnlar 
window at a particnlar view, whence Briarfield Chnrch 
and Kectory are visible, pleasantly bowered in trees. 
She has scarcely returned, and again taken up the slip 
of cambric, or Square of half-wrought canvass, when 
Tartar's hold scrape and Strangled whistle are heard 
at the porch-door, and she must run to open it for 
him; it is a hot day; he comes in panting; she must 
convoy him to the kitchen, and see with her own eyes 
that his water-bowl is replenished. Through the open 
kitchen 'door the court is viaible^ all sunny and gay^ 
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and peoplcd with turkeys and their poults, peahens 
and their chicks, pearl - fiecked Ouinea fowls, and a 
bright variety of pure white, and purple-necked , and 
blue and cinnamon-plumed pigeons. Irresistible spec- 
tacle to Shirley! She runs to the pantry for a roll, 
and she Stands on the door-step scattering cmmbs: 
around her throng her eager, plump, happy, feathered 
vassals. John is about the Stahles, and John must be 
talked to, and her mare looked at. She is still petting 
and patting it, when the cows come in to be milked: 
this is important; Shirley must stay and take a review 
of them all. There are perhaps some little calves, 
some little new-yeaned lambs — it may be twins, 
whose mothers have rejected them : Miss Keeldar must 
be introduced to them by John — must permit herseif 
the treat of feeding them with her own band, under 
the direction of her oarefnl foreman. Me^time, John 
moots doubtful questions about the farming of certain 
"crofts," and "ings," and "holms,"» and bis mistress 
is necessitated to fetch her garden-hat — a gipsy- 
fitraw — and accompany him, over Stile and along 
hedgerow, to hear the conclusion of the whole agri- 
cultural matter on the spot, and with the said "crofts," 
"ings," and "holms" under her eye. Bright afternoon 
thns wears into soft evening, and she comes home to 
a late tea, and after tea she never sews. 

After tea Shirley reads, and she is just about as 
tenaciotis of her book as she is lax of her needle. Her 
study is the mg, her seat a foot-stool, or perhaps only 
the carpet at Mrs. Pryor's feet — there she always 
leariied her lessons when a child, and old habitä have 
a strong power over her. The tawny and lion-like 
bulk of Tartar Ls ever stretcbed bcav^ft \ve!c\ "S^a 
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negro muzzle laid od his fore paws, straight, streng, 
and shapely as the limbs of an Alpine wolf. One band 
of the mistress generallj reposes on the loving serfs 
rüde head, because if she takes it away he groans and 
is discontented. Shirley's mind is given to her book; 
she lifts not her ejes; she neither stirs- nor speaks: 
nnless, indeed, it be to retarn a brief respectfol answer 
to Mrs, Pryor, who addresses deprecatory phrases to 
her now and then. 

"My dear, you had better not have that great dog 
so near you: he is cmshing the border of your dress." 

^'Oh, it is only muslin: I can put a clean one on 
to-morrow." 

"My dear, I wish you could acquire the habit of 
sitting to a table when you read." 

"I will try, Ma'am, some time; but it is so com- 
fortable to do as one has aiways been accus tomed to do ." 

"My dear, let me beg of you to put that book 
down: you are trying your eyes by the doubtful fire- 
light." 

"No, Ma*am, not at all: my eyes are never tired." 

At last, however, a pale light falls on the page 
from the window: she looks, the moon is up; she 
closes the volume, rises, and walks through the room. 
Her book has perhaps been a good one ; it has refreshed, 
refiUed, rewarmed her heart; it has set her brain astir, 
furnished her mind with pictures. The still parlour, 
the clean hearth, the window opening on the twilight 
sky, and showing its "sweet regent," new throned 
and glorious, suffice to make earth an Eden, life a 
poem, for Shirley. A still, deep, inborn delight glows 
in her young veins; unmingled — untroubled; not to 
be reached or ravished by \mmwi ^%^w^"^ ^ \iecanse by 
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no buman agency bestowed: the pure gift of God to 
Bis creature, the free dower of Nature to her child. 
rhis joy gives her experieirce of a genii-life. Buoyant, 
\>y green Steps, by glad hills, all verdure and Ught, 
ihe reaches a Station scarcely lower than that whence 
äDgels looked down on the dreamer of Beth-el, and 
iier eye seeks, and her soul possesses, the vision of 
iife as she wishes it. No — not as she wishes it: she 
iias not time to wish: the swift glory spreads out, 
sweeping and kindling, and multiplies its splendours 
faster than Thought can effect his combinations , faster 
Lhan Aspiration can utter her longin gs. Shirley says 
Qothing while the trance is upon her — she is quite 
mute; but if Mrs. Pryor speaks to her now, she goes 
Dut quietly, and continues her walk up-stairs in the 
lim gallery. 

If Shirley were not an indolent, a reckless, an 
Ignorant being, she would take a pen at such moments; 
or at least whi|e the recoUection of such moments was 
^et fresh on her spirit: she would seize, she would fix 
the apparition, teil the vision revealed. Had she a 
Little more of the organ of Acquisitiveness in her head 
— a little more of the love of property in her nature, 
she would take a good-sized sheet of paper and write 
plainly out, in her own queer but clear and legible 
band, the story that has been narrated, the song that 
bas been sung to her, and thus possess what she was 
enabled to create. But indolent she is, reckless she is, 
and most ignorant, for she does not know her dreams 
are rare — her feelings peculiar: she does not know, 
fias never known, and will die without knowing, the 
füll value of that spring whose bright fresh bubbling in 
her heart keeps it green. 
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Shirley takes life easilj: is not thai fact written in 
her eye? In her good-tempered moments, is it not as 
füll of lazy softness as in her brief fits of anger it is 
fulgent with quick-flashing fire? Her nature is in her 
eye: so long as she is calm, indolence,^indulgence, 
humour, and tenderness possess that large gray sphere: 
incense her, — a red ray pierces, the dew, — it quickens 
instantly to flame. 

Ere the month of July was passed, Miss Keeldar 
would probably have started with Caroline on that 
northern tour they had planned; but just at that epocb 
an invasion befell Fieldhead: a genteel foraging party 
besieged Shirley in her Castle, and compelled her to 
surrender at discretion. An uncle, an aunt, and two 
Cousins from the south, a Mr., Mrs., and two Misses 
Sympson, of Sympson Grove, — shire, came down 
upon her in- State. The laws of hospitaiity obliged her 
to give in, which she did with a facility which some- 
what surprised Caroline, who knew her to be prompt 
in action and fertile in expedient, where a victory was 
to be gained for her will. Miss Heistone even asked 
her how it was she submitted so readily? — she an- 
swered, old feelings had their power: she had passed 
two years of her early youth at Sympson Grove. 

"How did she like her relatives?" 

She had nothing in common with them, she re- 
plied: little Harry Sympson, indeed, the sole son of 
the family, was very unlike bis sisters, and of him she 
had formerly been fond; but he was not Coming to 
Yorkshire: at least, not yet. 

The next Sunday the Fieldhead pew in Briarfield 
church appeared peopled with a primj trim, fidgety, 
elderly gentleman, who shifted bis spectacles and 
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changed his position every three minutes; a patient, 
placid-looking elderly ladj, in brown satin, and two 
pattem young ladies, in pattern attire, with pattem 
deportment. Shirley had the air of a black swan, or 
a white crow, in the midst of this party; and very 
forlorn was her aspect. Having brought her into re- 
spec table society, we will leave her there a while, and 
look after Miss Heistone. 

Separated from Miss Keeldar for the present, as 
she could not seek her in the midst of her fine rela* 
tives; scared away from Fieldhead by the visiting com- 
motion whicli the new arrivals occasioned in the neigh- 
bourhood, Caroline was limited once more to the gray 
Rectory; the solitary morning walk in remote byepaths; 
the long, lonely afternoon sitting in a quiet parlour 
which the sun forsook at noon, or in the garden alcove 
where it shone bright, yet sad, on the ripening red 
corrants trained over the trellis, and on the fair monthly 
roses entwined between, and through them feil chequered 
on Caroline sitting in her white summer dress, still as 
a garden statue. There she read old books, taken 
from her uncle's library: the Greek and Latin were of 
no use to her; and its coUection of light literature was 
chiefly contained on a shelf which had belonged to her 
aunt Mary: some venerable Lady's Magazines, that 
had once performed a sea-voyage with their owner, 
and undergone a storm, and whose pages were stained 
with Salt water; some mad Methodist Magazines, füll 
of miracles and apparitions, of preternatural warnings, 
ominous dreams, and frenzied fanaticism; the equally 
mad Letters of Mrs. Elizabeth Bowe from the Dead to 
the Living; a few old English Classics: — from these 
laded fiowers Caroline had in her c\xMV\qo^ ^^Vs^^\j^^ 
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the honey, — they were tasteless to her now. By 
way of change, and also of doing good, she woTjld 
sew: make garments for the poor, according to good 
Miss Ainley's direction. Sometimes, as she feit and 
saw her tears fall slowly on her work, she would 
wonder how the excellent woman who had eut it out' 
and arranged it for her, managed to he so equably 
serene in her solitude. 

"I never find Miss Ainley oppressed with despon- 
dency, or lost in grief," she thought; "yet her cottage 
is a still, dim little place, and she is without a hright 
hope or near friend in the world. I remember, though, 
she told me once, she had tutored her thonghts to 
tend upwards to Heaven« She allowed there was, and 
ever had been, little enjoyment in this world for her; 
and she looks, I suppose, to the bliss of the world to 
come. So do nuns -^ with their close cell, their iron 
lamp, their rohe strait as a shroud, their bed narrow 
as a coffin. She says, often, she has no fear of death 
— no dread of the grave: no more, doubtless, had St 
Simeon Stylites, lifted up terrible on his wild column 
in the wilderness : no more has the Hindoo votary 
stretched on his couch of iron spikes. Both these 
having violated nature, their natural likings and anti- 
pathies are reversed: they grow altogether morhid. I 
do fear death as yet, but I believe it is because I am 
young: poor Miss Ainley would ding closer to life, if 
life had more charms for her. God surely did not 
create us , and cause us to live , with the sole end of 
wishing always to die. I believe, in my heart, wc 
were intended to prize life and enjoy it, so long as wo 
retain it. Existence never was originally meant to be 
that nseless, blank, pale, slow-trailing thing it often 
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becomes to many, and is becoming to me, among the 
rest. 

"Nobody," 8he went on — "nobody in pafticular 
is to blame, that I can see, for the State in which 
tbings are; and I cannot teil, bowever much I puzzle 
over it, bow tbey are to be altered for the better; but 
I feel there is something wrong somewhere. I believe 
Single women sbould haVe more to do — better chances 
of interesting and profitable occupation tban they possess 
now. And when I speak tbus, I have no Impression 
that I displeast God by my words; that I am either 
impious or impatient, irreligious or sacrilegious. My 
consolation is, indeed, that God hears many a groan, 
and compassionates mnch grief which man stops bis 
ears against, or frowns on with impotent contempt. I 
say impotent^ for I observe that to such grievances as 
Society cannot readily cure^, it usually forbids utterance, 
on pain of its scorn: this scorn being oniy a sort of 
tinselled cloak to its deformed weakness. People hate 
to be reininded of ills they are unable or unwilling to 
remedy: such reminder, in forcing on them a sense of 
their own incapacity, or a more painful sense of an 
Obligation to make some unpleasant efibrt, troubles 
their ease and shakes their self-complacency. Old 
maids, like the houseless and unemployed poor, should 
not ask for a place and an occupation in the world: 
the demand disturbs the happy and rieh: it disturbs 
parents. Look at the numerous families of girls in 
this neighbourhood: the Armitages, the Birtwhistles, 
the Sykes. The brothers of these girls are every one 
in business or in professions; they have something to 
do: their sisters have no earthly employment, but 
honsehold work and sewing; no eartYAy ^\^«ävä^ ^ \sv5N» 
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an unprofitable visiting; and no hope, in all their lifo 
to come, of anything better. This stagnant State of 
thing makes them deeline in health: they are never 
well; and their minds and views shrink to wondrons 
narrowness. The great wish — the sole aim of every 
one of them is to be married, but the majorlty will 
never marry: they will die as they now live. They 
scheme, they plot, they dress to ensnare husbands. The 
gentlemen turn them into ridicüle: they don't want 
them; they hold theni very cheap: they say — I have 
heard them say it with sneering laughs^many a time — 
the matrimonial market is overstocked. Fathers say 
80 likewise, and are angry with their daughters when 
they observe their manoeuvres : they order them to stay 
at home. What do they expect them to do at home? 
If you ask, — they would answer, sew and cook. They 
expect them to do this, and this only, contentedly, re- 
gularly, uncomplainingly all their lives long, as if they 
had no gerras of faculties for apything eise: a doctrine 
as reasonable to hold, as it would be that the fathers 
bave no faculties but for eating what their daughters 
Cook, or for wearing what they sew. Could men live 
80 themselves? Would they not be very weary? And, 
when there came no relief to their weariness, but only 
reproaches at its slightest manifestation, would not their 
weariness ferment in time to phrenzy? Lucretia, spin- 
ning at midnight in the midst of her maidens, and So- 
lomon's virtuous woman, are often quoted as patterns 
of what 'the sex' (as they say) ought to be. I don*t 
know: Lucretia, I daresay, was a most worthy sort 
of person, much like my cousin Hortense Moore; boit 
ßhe kept her servants up very late. I should not have 
Jiked to he amongst the nuuvber of the maidens. Her* 
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tense would just work me and Sarah in tbat fashion, 
if she could, and neither of ns would bear it. The 
'virtuous woman/ again, had her household up in the 
very middle of the night; she 'got breakfast over' (as 
Mrs. Sykes says) before one o'clock a. m. ; but she had 
something more to do than spin and give out portions : 
she was a manufacturer — she made iine linen and 
sold it: she was an agriculturist — she bought estates 
and planted vineyards. That woman was a managen 
she was what the matrons hereabouts call ^a clever 
woman.' On the whole, I like her a good deal better 
than Lucretia; but I don't believe either Mr. Armitage 
er Mr. Sykes could have got the advantage of her in 
a bargain: yet, I like her. 'Strength and honour were 
her clothing: the heart of her husband safely trusted in 
her. She opened her mouth with wisdom; in her 
tongue was the law of kindness: her children rose up 
and called her blessed; her husband also praised her.* 
King of Israel! your modei of a woman is a worthy 
model! But are we, in these days, brought up to be 
like her? Men of Yorkshire! do your daughters reach 
this royal Standard? Can they reach it? Can you help 
them to reach it? Can you give them a field in which 
their faculties may be exercised and grow? Men of 
England! look at your poor girls, many of them fading 
around you, dropping off in consumption or decline; 
or, what is worse, degenerating to sour old maids, — 
envious, backbiting, wretched, because life is a desert 
to them; or, what is worst of all, reduced to strive, 
by scarce modest coquetry and debasing artifice, to 
gain that position and consideration by marriage, 
which to celibacy is denied. Fathers! cannot you alter 
these things? Ferhaps not all at onee\ \xv3a. <s»\i^\^^i^ 



94 SHISLEY. 

tbe matter well when it is brought before yon, receiye 
it as a theme worthj of tboagbt: do not dismiss it 
with an idle jest or an unmanly Insult. You wonld 
wish to be proud of jour daugbters and not to blush 
for tbem — then seek for tbem an interest and an oc- 
capation whicb shall raise tbem above tbe flirt, the 
manoeuvrer, tbe miscbief-making tale-bearer. Keep 
your girls' minds narrow andiettered — tbey will still 
be a plague and a care, sometimes a disgrace to you: 
cultivate tbem — give tbem scope and work — tbey 
will be your gayest companions in bealtb; your 
tenderest nurses in sickness; your most failbful prop 
in age." 



CHAPTER VI. 

An evening out. 

One fine snmmer day that Caroline had spent en- 
Ij alone (her uncle belog at Whinbury), and whose 
^, bright, noiseless, breezeless, cloudless hours (how 
17 they seemed since sunrise!) liad been to her as 
olate as if they had gone over her head in the 
dowless and trakless wastes of ^ahara, instead of 
he blooming garden of an English home, she was 
ing in the alcove, — her task of work on her 
e, her fingers assiduously plying the needle, her 
3 foUowing and regulating their movements, her 
Ln working restlessly, — when Fanny came to the 
r, looked round over the lawn and borders, and 

seeing her whom she sought, called out — "Miss 
oUnel" 

A ' low voice answered — "Fanny!" It issued 
n the alcove, and thither Fanny hastened — a note 
ler band, which she delivered to fingers that hardly 
ned to have nerve to hold it. Miss Heistone 

not ask whence it came, and she did not look 
t: she let it drop amongst the folds of her work. 
"Joe Scott's son, Harry, hrought it,*' said Fanny. 
The girl was no enchantress, and knew no magic- 
Li, yet what she said took almost magical efiect 
her young mistress: she lifted her head with the 
ck motion of revived Sensation; she shot — not 
inguid, but a life-like^ questioning gl&üe^ ^\.^^ww^. 
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"Harry Scott! Who flent him?" 

"He oame from the HoUow." 

The dropped note waa snatched up eagerly — tbe 
Beal was broken: it was read in two eecoods. Aa 
affectionatc billet from Hortense, intorming her young 
coufiiD that she was returned from Wormwood Wells; 
tbat she was alone to-day, es Robert was gone to 
Whinbury market; thst nothing would give her greater 
pleasure than to have Caroline's Company to tea; and 
— the good lady added — she was snre euch a 
cbange would be möst acceptable and beneficial to Ca- 
roline, who must be sadly at a loss both for saf« 
guidance and improving Society* since the miannder- 
standing between Robert and Mr. Heistone had occa- 
sioned a Separation from her "meilleure amie, Hertens« 
Görard Moor«." In a postcript, she was nrged to 
put on her bonnet and ran down directly." 

Caroline did not need the injunction; glad was she 
to tay by the brown hol 1 and child's-alip she was 
trimming with braid for the Jew's-basket, to hasten 
up-stairs, Cover her curls with her straw bonnet, and 
throw round her Shoulders the black silk scarf, whoEe 
simple drapery suited as well her shape as its dark 
hue set off the pnrity of her dreaa and the fairness of 
her face; glad was she to escape for a few honrs the 
solitude, the sadnesB, the nightmare of her life; glad 
to rnn down the green lane sloping to ihe Hollow, to 
acent the fragrance of hedge-flowers sweeter than th« 
perfume of moss-rose or lily. Tme, she knew Robert 
was not at Üie cottage; but it was delight to go where 
he had lately been: so long, so totiUly separated from 
bim, atereXy to see bis home, to enter the room where 
A» had tbat morning sat, feit \Ä« fc reaiÄwi, fc& «orK 
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ed her; and then Illusion was again following 
Peri-mask: tbe soft agitation of wings caressed 
ek, and the air, breatliing from the blae sammer 
ore a voice which whispered — "Robert may 
ome while jou are in bis bouse; and tben, at 
^ou may look in bis face — at ieast you may 
n your band: perhaps, for a minute, you may 
de bim." 

lence!" was ber austere response: bat sbe loved 
iforter and tbe eonsolation. 
s Moore probably caugbt from tbe window tbe 
and flutter of Caröllne's wbite attire tbrongb 
ncby garden-sbrubs, for sbe advanced from tbe 
-porcb to meet ber. Straigbt, nnbending, 
atic as usual, sbe came on: no baste or ecstacy 
er permitted to disorder tbe dignity of her 
3nts; bat sbe smiled, well pleased to mark tbe 
of ber pupil, to feel ber kiss, and tbe gentle, 
strain of ber embrace. Sbe led ber tenderly 
df-deceived and wbolly flattered. Half-deceived! 
not been so, sbe would in all probability bave 
r to tbe wicket, and sbat ber out. Had sbe 
clearly to wbose account tbe cbief sbare of tbis 
ke joy was to be placed, Hortense would most 
lave feit botb sbocked and incensed. Sisters do 
e young ladies to fall in love witb tbeir bro- 
it seems, if not presumptuous, silly, weak, a 
a, an absurd mistake. They dö not love these 
len — wbatever sisterly afiection tbey may cberish 
i tbem — and tbat otbers sbould, repels tbem 

sense of crude romance. Tbe first movement, 
rt, excited by sucb discovery (as witb many 

on ßnding their cbildren to be iu \ö^€^^ S& wä 
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of mixed impatlence and contempt Reason — if tbej 
be rational people — corrects the false feellng in time; 
bat if they be irrational, it is never corrected, and the 
daughter or sister-in-law is disliked to the end. 

^^You would ezpect to find me alone, from what 
I Said in my note," observed Miss Moore, as she 
conducted Caroline towards the parlour; '^but it was 
written this morning: since dinner, Company bas 
come in." 

And opening the door, she made visible an ample 
spread of crimson skirts overflowing the elbow-chair 
at the fireside, and above them, presiding with dig- 
nity, a cap more awful than a crown. That cap bad 
never come to the cottage under a bonnet: no, it had 
been brought in a vast bag, or rather a middle-sized 
balloon of black silk, held wide with whalebone. The 
screed, or frill of the cap, stood a quarter of a yard 
broad round the face of the wearer: the ribbon, flou- 
rishing in pufTs and bows about the head, was of the 
sort called love-ribbon: there was a good deal of it — 
I may say, a very great deal. Mrs. Yorke wore the 
cap — it became her; she wore the gown also — it suited 
her no less. 

That great lady was come in a friendly way to 
take tea with Miss Moore. It was almost as great 
and as rare a favour as if the Queen were to go un- 
invited to share pot-luck with one of her subjects: a 
higher mark of distinction she could not show, — she 
who, in general, scorned visiting and tea-drinking, 
and held cheap, and stigmatized as ^'gossips," every 
maid and matron of the vicinage. 

There was no mistake, howeyer; Miss Moore was 
a favovarite with her; bViq hidA «viuced the fact more 
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than once; evinced it by stopping to speak to her in 
Üie churcbjard on Sundays; by invitlng her, almost 
hospitably, to come to Briarmains; evinced it today 
by the grand condescension of a personal visit. Her 
reasons for the preference, as assigned by herseif, 
were, that Miss Moore was a woman of steady deport- 
ment, without the least levity of conversation or car« 
riage; also, that, being a foreigner, she must feel the 
want of a friend to countenanee her. She might have 
added that her piain aspect, homely precise dress, and 
phiegmatic unattractive manner were, to her, so many 
additional recommendations. It is certain, at least, that 
ladies remarkable « for the opposite qualitles of beauty, 
lively bearing, and elegant taste in attire, were not 
often favoured with her approbation. Whatever gentle- 
men are apt to admire in women, Mrs. Yorke con- 
demned; and what they overlook or despise, she pa* 
tronized. 

Caroline advanced to the mighty matron with 
some sense of diffidence: she knew little of Mrs. Yorke; 
and, as a ,parson*s niece, was doubtful what sort of a 
reception she might get. She got a very cool one, 
and was glad to hide her discomfiture by tuming away 
to take off her bonnet. Nor, upon sitting down, was 
she displeased to be immediately accosted by a little 
personage in a blue frock and sash, who started up 
like some fairy from the side of the great dame's chair, 
where she had been sitting on a foot-stool, screened 
from view by the folds of the wide red gown, and 
ninning to Miss Heistone, unceremoniously threw her 
vms round her neck and demanded a kiss. 

"My mother is not civil to you," said the peti- 
tioner, as she received and repaid a euvWidl^ «»!^\a\ 

1* 
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"and Böse, there, takes no notice of yoa: it is their 
way. If, instead of jou, a white angel, with a crown 
of Stars, had coi&e into the room', mother would nod 
stiffly, and Rose never lift her head at all; bat I will 
be your friend: I have always liked you!" 

"Jessie, curb that tongae of yours, and repress 
your forwardness!" said Mrs. Yorke. 

"Bnt, mother, you are so frozenl" expostulated 
Jessie. "Miss Heistone has never done you any härm: 
why can't you be kind to her? You sit so stiff, and 
look so cold and speak so dry: what for. That 's 
just the fashion in which you treat Miss Shirley 
Keeldar, and every other young lady who comes to 
our house. And Rose, there, is such an aut — aut — 
I have forgotten the word, but it means a machine in 
the shape of a human being. However, between you, 
you will drive every soul away from Briarmains, — 
Martin often says so!" 

"I am an automaton? Good! Let me alone then," 
said Rose, speaking from a comer wh.ere she was sit- 
ting on the carpet at the foot of a bookcase, with a 
volume spread open on her knee. "Miss Heistone — 
how do you do?" she added, directing a brief glance 
to the person addressed, and then again casting down 
her gray, remarkable eyes on the book, and retuming 
to the study of its pages. 

Caroline stole a quiet gaze towards her, dwelling 
on her young, absorbed countenance, and observing a 
certain unconscious movement of the mouth as she 
read, — a movement füll of character. Caroline had 
tact, and she had fine instinct: she feit that Rose Yorke 
was a peculiar child, — one of the unique: shö kneir 
how to treat her. ApproacVvm^ c^vjaaÜy ^ «he knelt on 
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thc carpet at her slde, and looked over her litfle 
Shoulder at her book. It was a romance of Mrs. Bad- 
cHffe's — "The Italian." 

Caroline read 911 with her, making no remark: pre- 
sentlj Rose showed her the attention of asking, ere 
she turned a leaf, — 

*'Are you ready?" 

Caroline only nodded. 

"Do you like it?" inquired Rose, ere long. 

"Long since, when I read it as a child, I was 
wonderfully taken with it." 

"Why?" 

"It seemed to open with such promise, -^ such 
foreboding of a most stränge tale to be unfolded." 

"And in reading it, you feel as if you were far 
away from England., — really in Italy — under another 
sort of sky, — that blue sky of the south which tra- 
?ellers describe." 

"You are sensible of that, Rose?" 

^'It makes me long to travel, Miss Helstonc." 

"When you are a woman, perhaps, you may be 
able to gratify your wish." 

"I mean to make a way to do so, if one is not 
made for me. I cannot live always in Briarfield. The 
whole World is not very large compared with creation: 
1 must See the outside of our own round planet at 
least" 

"How much of its outside?" 

"First this heraisphere where we live; then the 
other. I am resolv^ that my life shall be a life, not 
a black trance like the toad's, buried in marble, nor 
a long, slow death like yours in Briarfield Rectory." 

"Like minel What can you mean, cVa^."*' 
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^'Might you not as well be tediously dying, as for 
ever shut up in that glebe-house — a place that when 
I pass it, füways reminds me of a windoed-grave? I 
never see any movement about the door, I never hear 
a 8ound from the wall: I believe smoke never issnes 
from the chimneys. What do you do there?" 

^^I sew, I read, I learn lessons.*' 

"Are you happy?" 

^'Should I be happier wanderlng alone in stränge 
countries, as you wish to do?" 

^'Much happier, even if you did nothing but wander. 
Remember, however, that I shall have an object in 
view: but if you only went on and on, like some en- 
chanted lady in a fairy tale, you might be happier than 
now. In a day*s wandering, you wouid pass many a 
hill, wood, and watercourse, each perpetually altering 
in aspect as the sun shone out or was overcast; as the 
weather was wet or fair, dark or bright Notbing 
changes in Briarfield Rectory: the plaster of the 
parlour-ceilings, the paper on the walls, the curtains, 
carpets, chairs are still the same.** 

'^Is change necessary to happiness?" 

"Yes." 

"Is it synonymous with it?" 

'^I don*t know; but I feel monotony and death to 
be almost the same." 

Here Jessie spoke. 

^'Isn't she mad?" she asked. 

"But, Rose," pursued Caroline, "I fear a wan- 
derer's life, for me at least, would end like that tale 
you are reading, — in disappointment, vanity, and 
vexaüon of spirit." 

''Does *the Italian' so endV 
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"I thought SO when I read it." 

^^ Better to try all things and find all empty, than 
to try nothiag and Icave your life a blank. To do this 
is to commit the sin of him who buried bis talent in a 
napkin — despicable sluggardl" 

"Rose," observed Mrs. Yorke, "solid satisfaction 
is only to be realized by doing one's duty." , 

"Right, mother! And if my Master has given me 
ten talents, my duty is to trade witb them, and make 
tbem ten talents more. Not in the dust of household 
drawers shall the eoin be interred.> I will not deposit 
it in a broken-spouted tea-pot, and shut it up in a china- 
closet among tea-things. I will not commit it to your 
work-table to be smothered in piles of wooUen hose. 
I will not prison it in the linen-press to find shrouds 
araong the sheets: and least of all, mother — (she got 
up from the floor) — least of all, will I hide it in a 
tureen of cold potatoes, to be ranged with bread, butter, 
pastry, and harn on the shelves of the larder." 

She stopped — tlien went on: — 

"Mother, the Lord who gave each of us our talents 
will come home some day, and will demand from all 
an accoont. The tea-pot, the old stocking-foot, the 
linen rag, the willow- pattern tureen will yield up their 
barren deposit in many a house: suffer your daughters, 
at least, to put their money to the exchangers, that 
they may be enabled at the Master's Coming to pay 
him bis own with usury." 

"Rose, did you bring y9ur sampler with yon, as I 
told you?" 

"Yes, mother." 

"Sit down, and do a line of marking." 

Rose sat down promptly, and wtou^Yil «ä^ox^yö.% 
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to Orders. After a busy pause of ten minutes, her 
raother asked — 

"Do you think yourself oppressed now? A 
victim?" 

"No, mother." 

"Yet, as far as I understood your tirade, it was a 
protest against all womanly and domestic emplo3nmeDt." 

"You misunderstood it, mother. I should be sorry 
not to learn to sew: you do right to teach me, andto 
make me work." 

"Even to the mending of your brother's stockings 
and the making of sbeets?" 

"Yes." 

"Where is the use of ranting and spouting about 
it, then?" 

"Am I to do nothing but that? I will do tbat, 
and then I will do more. Now, mother, I have said 
my say. I am twelve years old at present, and not 
tiU I am sixteen will I speak again about talents: for 
four years, I bind myself an industrious apprentice to 
all you can teach me." 

"You see what my daughters are, Miss Helstone/' 
observed Mrs. Yorke: "how precociously wise in tfaeir 
own conceits! 'I would rather this — I prefer tbat;' 
such is Jessie's cuckoo-song: while Rose utters the 
bolder cry, 'I tut'//, and I will «of/'" 

"I render a reason, mother: besides, if my cry is 
hold, it is only heard once in a twelvemonth. About 
each birthday, the spirit n^oves me to deliver one oracIe 
respecting my own instruction and managetnent: I 
iitter it and leave it; it is for you, mother, to listen 
or not." 

"I would advise all young ladies," pursued Mrs. 
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Yorke, "to study the characters of such children as 
they Chance to meet with before they marry, and have 
any of their own; to consider well how they would 
like the responsibility of guiding the careless, the labour 
of persuading the stubborn, the constant bürden and 
ta&k of training the best." 

"But with love it need not be so very difficult," 
interposed Caroline. ^^Mothers love their children 
most dearly — almost better than they love them- 
selves." ' 

"Fine talk! Very sentimental! There is the rough, 
practical part of life yet to come for you, young Miss 1 " 

^^But, Mrs. Yorke, if I take a little baby into my 
arms — any poor woman's Infant for instance, — I 
feel that I love that helpless thing quite peculiarly, 
though I am not its mother. I could do aknost any- 
thing for it willingly, if it were delivered over entirely 
to my care — if it were quite dependent on me." 

"You feel! Yes! yes! I daresay, now: you are 
led a great deal by yonr feeh'ngs^ and you think your- 
self a very sensitive, refined personage, no doubt. Are 
you aware that, with all these romantic ideas, you 
have managed to train your features into an habitually 
lackadaisical expression, better suited to a novel-heroine 
than to a woman who is to make her way in the real 
World, by dint of common sense?" 

"No; I am not at all aware of that, Mrs. Yorke." 

"Look in the glass just behind you. Compare the 
face you see there with that of any early-rising, hard- 
working milkmaid." 

"My face is a pale one, but it is wo f sentimental, 
and most milkmaids, however red and robust they may 
be, are more stupid and less practicaWy ^VV^^ \.o \sn»^>ä 
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their way in the world than I am. I think more and 
more correctly than milkmaids in general do; conse- 
quentlj, where thej would often, for want of refiec- 
tion, act weakly, I, bj dint of reflection, should act 
judiciously." 

" Oh, no ! you would be influenced by your feelings. 
You would be guided by impulse." 

"Of course, I should often be influenced by my 
feelings: they were given me to that end. Whom my 
feelings teaeh me to love*I niHSt and shall love; and I 
hope, if ever I have a husband and chiidren, my feel- 
ings will induce me to love them. I hope, in that 
case, all my impulses will be strong in compelling me 
to love." 

Caroline had a pleasure in saying this with em- 
phasis: she had a pleasure in daring to say it in Mrf. 
Yorke's presence. She did not care what unjust sar- 
casm might be hurled at her in reply: she flushed, not 
with anger, but excitement, when the ungenial matron 
answered coolly, — 

"Dofl't waste your dramatic eflfects. That was well 
Said, — it was quite fine; but it is lost on two women 
— an old wife and an old maid: there should have 
been a disengaged gentleman present. Is Mr. Robert 
nowhere hid behind the curtains, do you think, Miss 
Moore?" 

Hortense, who during the chief part of the conver- 
sation had been in the kitchen superintending the pre- 
parations for tea, did not yet quite comprehend tbe 
drift of the discourse. She answered, with a puzzled 
air, that Robert was atWhinbury. Mrs. Yorke laoghed 
her own peculiar short laugh. 

''Ätraightforward Miss Moore l" said she, patroni- 
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zingly. ''It 18 like you to understand my qnestion so 
literally, and answer it so simply. Your mind com- 
prehends nothing of intrigae. Strange things might 
go on aroand you withoat yonr being the wiser: you 
are not of the class the world calls sharpwitted." 

These equivocal compliments did not seem to please 
Hortense. She drew herseif up, puckered her black 
ejebrows, but still looked puzzled. 

**I have ever been noted for sagacity and discern- 
ment from childhood," she retumed: for, indeed, on 
the possession of these qnalities, she peculiarly piqued 
herseif. 

*^Yoa never plotted to win a husband, I '11 be 
bound," pursued Mrs. Yorke; '^and you have not the 
benefit of previous experience to aid you in discovering 
when others plot." 

Caroline feit this kind langnage where the bene- 
volent Speaker intended she should feel it — in her 
very heart. She could not even parry the shafts: she 
was defenceless for the present: to ans wer would have 
been to avow that the cap fitted. Mrs. Yorke, look- 
ing at her as she sat with troubled downcast eyes, and 
cheek buming painfully, and fignre expressing in its 
bent attitude and unconscious tremor all the humilia- 
tion and chagrin she experienced, feit the sufferer was 
fair game. The stränge woman had a natural anti- 
pathy to a shrinking, sensitive character — a nervous 
temperament: nor was a pretty, delicate, and youthful 
face a passport to her affections. It was seldom she 
met with all these obnoxious qualities combined in 
one individual: still more seldom she found that in- 
dividual at her mercy, under circumstaucÄft m vlilck 
ßhe coäld crusb her welL She \i«p^Wi^^«i ^ökä \ÄXKt- 
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noon, to be epecially bilious and morose: as much 
disposed to göre as any vicious "mother of the herd:" 
lowering her large head, sbe mäde a new ebarge. 

"Your cousin Hortense is an excellent sister, Miss 
Heistone: such ladies as come to try tbeir life's Inck 
here^ at Hollow's cottage, may, by a very little clever 
female artifice, cajole the mistress of the house, and 
have the game all in their own hands. You are fond 
of your cousin's society, I dare say, Miss?" 

"Of which cousin's?" 

"Oh, of the lady's, of course.^^ 

"Hortense is and always has been most kind to me." 

"Every sister, with an eligible Single brother, is 
considered most kind ty her spinster friends." 

"Mrs. Yorke," said Caroline, lifting her eyes 
slowly, their blue orbs at the same time Clearing from 
trouble, and shining steady and füll, while the glow of 
shame left her cheek, and its hue turned pale and 
settled: "Mrs. Yorke, may I ask what you mean?" 

"To give you a lesson on the cultivation of recti- 
tnde: to disgust you with craft and false sentiment." 

"Do I need this lesson?" 

"Most young ladies of the present day need it 
You are quite a modern young lady — morbid, deli- 
cate, professing to like retirement; which implies, I snp- 
pose, that you find little worthy of your sympathies in 
the ordinary world. The ordinary world — every- 
day, honest folks — are better than you think them: 
much better than any bookish, romancing chit of a 
girl can be, who hardly ever putä her nose over her 
uncle, the parson's, garden-wall." 

"Consequently, of whom you know nothing. Ex- 
case me, — indeed, it do^a not YweXl^t vrhether you 
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excuse me or not — you have attacked me without 
provocation: I shall defend myself without apology. 
Of my relatioos with my two cousins, you are Igno- 
rant : in a fit of ill-humour, you have attempted to 
poison them by gratnitous insinuations, which are far 
more crafty and false than anything with which you 
can justiy Charge me. That I happen to be pale, and 
sometimes to look diffident, is no business of yours. 
That I am fond of books, and indisposed for common 
gossip, is still less your business. That I am a 'ro- 
mancing chit of a girl' is a mere conjecture on your 
pari: I never romanced to you, nor lo anybody you 
know. That I am the parson's niece is not a crime, 
though you may be narrow-minded enough to think it 
so. You dislike me: you have no just reason for dis- 
liking me; therefore keep the expression of your aver- 
sion to yourself . If at any time, in future, you evince 
it annoyingly, I shall answer even less scrupulously 
than I have done now." 

She ceased, and sat in white and still excitement. 
She had spoken in the clearest of tones, neither fast 
nor loud; but her silver accents thrilled the ear. The 
speed of the current in her veins was just then as 
swift as it was viewless. 

Mrs. Yorke was not irritated at the reproof, worded 
with a severity so simple, dictated by a pride so quiet. 
Turning coolly to Miss Moore, she said, nodding her 
cap approvmgly: — 

"She has spirit in her, after all. Always speak as 
honestly as you have done just now," she continued, 
"and you '11 do." 

"I repel a recommendation so offensive," was the 
answer, delivered in the same pure key^ with th« &«sQft 
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clear look. ^'I reject counsel poisoned by insinoation. 
It 18 my right to speak as I think proper: nothmg 
binds me to convers^ as you dictate. So far from 
always speaking as I have done just now, I shall 
uever address any one in a tone so stern, or in language 
so harsh, unless in answer to unprovoked insult." 

"Mother, you have found your match," pronounced 
little Jessie, whom the scene appeared greatly to edifj. 
Rose had heard the whole with an unmoved face. She 
now Said, — 

"No: Miss Heistone is not my mother's match — 
for she allows herseif to be vexed: my mother would 
wear her ont in a few weeks. Shiriey Keeidar mana- 
ges better. Mother, you have never hurt Miss Eeel- 
dar's feelings yet. She wears armour under her silk 
dress that you capnot penetrate.'' 

Mr^Torke often complained that her children were 
mutinous. It was stränge, that with all her strictness, 
with all her >^strong-mindedness," she could gain no 
command over them: a look from their father had more 
influence with them than a lecture from her. 

Miss Moore — to whom the position of witness to 
an altereation in which she took no part was highly 
displeasing, as being an unimportant secondary post 
— now, raliying her dignity, prepared to utter a dis- 
conrse which was to prove both parties in the wrong, 
and to make it' clear to each disputant that she had 
reason to be ashamed of herseif, and ought to submit 
hnmbly to the superior sense of the individual theo 
addressing her. Fortunately for her audience, she had 
not harangued above ten minutes, when Sarah's entrance 
with the tea-tray called her attention, first, to the fact 
of that damsel having a gilt comb in her hair and a 
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red necklace round her throat, and secondly, and siib- 
sequently to a pointed remonstrance, to the duty of 
making tea. After the meai, Eose restored her to 
good-humour by bringing her guitar and asking for a 
song, and afterwards engaging her in an intelligent and 
Sharp ero88-examination about guitar- playing and music 
in general. 

Jessie, meantime, directed her assiduities to Caro- 
line. Sitting on a stool at her feet, she talked to her, 
first about religion and then about politics. Jessie was 
accastomed at home to drink in a great deai of what 
her father said on these subjeets, and afterwards in 
Company to retail, with more wit and fluency than 
consistency or discretion, bis opinions, antipathies,' and 
preferences. She rated Caroline soundly for being a 
member of the Established Church, and for having an 
uncle a elergyman. She informed her that she lived 
on the country, and ought to work for her living honest- 
ly, instead of passing a useless life, and eating the 
bread of idleness in the shape of tithes. Thence Jessie 
passed to a review of the Ministry at that time in 
Office, and a consideration of its deserts. She made 
familiär mention of the names of Lord Castlereagh and 
Mr. Fercival. Each of these personages she adorned 
with a character that might have separately suited 
Moloch and Belial. She denounced the war as 
Wholesale murder, and Lord Wellington as a '^hired 
butcher.'* 

Her auditress listened with exceeding edification. 
Jessie had sometliing of the genius of htimour in her 
nature: it was inexpressibly comic to hear her repeating 
her sire's denunciations in bis nervous northern Doric; 
as hearty a little J^cQbin as ever pent & Ix^^ \sffi\Nj^^\v.% 
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spirit in a muslin frock and sash. Not malignant hy 
natore, her language was not so bitter as it was racj, 
and the expressive littie face gave a piquancy to every 
phrase which beld a beholder's interest captive. 

Caroline chid her when she abused Lord Welling- 
ton; but she listened delighted to a subsequent tirade 
against the Prince Eegent. Jessie quickly read in the 
sparkle of her hearer's eye, and the laughter hovering 
round her Ups, that at last she had hit on a topic that 
pleased. Many a time had she heard the fat ^Adonis 
of fifty' discassed at her father*s breakfast- table, and 
she now gave Mr. Yorke's comments on the theme 
genuine as uttered by bis Yorkshire Ups. 

But, Jessie, I will write about you no more. This 
is an autumn evening, wet and wild. There is oolj 
one cloud in the sky; but it cnrtains it from pole to 
pole. The wind cannot rest: it hurries sobbing over 
hüls of sullen oittline, colourless with twilight and 
mist. Rain has beat all day on that church-tower: it 
rises dark from the stony enclosure of its grave-yard: 
the nettles, the long grass, and the tombs all drip with 
wet. This evehing reminds me too forcibly of another 
evening some years ago: a howling, rainy autumn 
evening too — when certain who had that day per- 
formed a pilgrimage to a grave new-made in a heretic 
cemetery, sat near a wood-fire on the hearth of a 
foreign dwelling. They were merry and social, bat 
they each knew that a gap, neverto be filled, had been 
made in their cirde. They knew they had lost something 
whose absence could never be quite atoned for so long 
as they lived ; and they knew that heavy falling rain 
was soaking into the wet earth which covered their lost 
darling; and that the sad, aig)iing gale was mourning 
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aboTe her bnried head. The fire warmed them; Life 

and Friendship yet blessed them; but Jessie lay cold, 

coffined, solitary — only the sod Screening her from 
the Storni. 
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Mrs. Yorke folded up her knitting, cut short the 
music-lesson and the lecture on politics, and con- 
cluded her visit to the cottage, at an hour early enough 
to ensure her return to Briarmains before the blush 
of sunset should quite have faded in heaven, or the 
path up the fields have become thoroughly moist with 
evening dew. 

The lady and her daughters being gone, Caroline 
feit that she also ought to resume her scarf, kiss her 
cousin's cheek, and trip away homeward. If she 
lingered much later, dusk would draw on, and Fanny 
"would be put to the trouble of Coming to fetch her: it 
was both baking and ironing day at the Bectory, she 
remembered — Fanny would be busy. Still, she could 
not quit her seat at the little parlour - window. From 
»o point of view could the West look so lovely as from 
that lattice with the garland of jessamine round it, 
whose white Stars and green leaves seemed now but 
^ay pencil outlines — graceful in form, but colourless 
in tint — against the gold incarnadined of a summer 
evening — against the fire-tinged blue of an August 
sky, at eight o'clock, p.m. 

Caroline looked at the wicket-gate, beside which 
liolly-oaks spired uptall; she looked at the close hedge 
of privet and laure^encing in the gardeiv^ Iät ^'^^'6» 
longed to see somethwg more than the s\vtv3\iÄ ^ >ö^Vst^ 

SÜ/r/^. IL % 
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they turned from that limited prospect: they ionged to 
See a human figure, of a certain mould and heigbt, pass 
the hedge and enter tbe gate. A human figare she at 
last saw — nay, two* Frederick Murgatroyd went by, 
carrying a pail of water; Joe Scott followed, dangling 
on his forefinger the keys of the mill. They were going 
to lock up mill and Stahles for the night, and then 
betake themselves home. 

''So must I," thought Caroline, as she half rose 
and sighed. 

"This is all folly — heart-breaking foUy," she 
added. "In tbe first place,* though I sbould stay tili 
dark, there will be no arrival; because I feel in my 
heart, Fate has written it down in to-day's page of her 
eternal book, that I am not to have pleasure I long 
for. In the second place, if he stepped in this momest, 
my presence here would be a chagrin to bim, and tbe 
consciousness that it must be so would turn half my 
blood to ice. His band would, perhaps, be loose and 
chill, if I put mine into it: his eye would be clouded, 
if I sought its beam. I sbould look up for that kind- 
ling, something I have seen in past days, when my 
face, or my language, or my disposition had at some 
happy moment pleased bim — I sbould discover only 
darkness. I had better go home." 

She took her bonnet from the table where it lay, 
and was just fastening the ribbon , when Hortense, 
directing her attention to a splendid bouquet ofüowers 
in a glass on the same table, mentioned that Miss 
. Keeldar had sent them that morning from Fieldhead; 
and went on to comment on the guests that lady was 
at present entertaining, on the bustling life she had 
lately been leading*, addin^ dVjct^ ^Lor^^etures that she 
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did not very well like it, and much wonderment that a 
person who was so fond of her own way as the heiress, 
did not find some means of sooner getting rid of this 
cortege of relatives. 

"But they say she actually will not let Mr. Sympson 
and his family go," she added: "they wanted mach to 
return to the south last week, to he ready for the re- 
oeption of the only son, who is expected home from a 
tonr. She insists that her cousin Henry shall come 
and join his friends here in Yorkshire. I daresay she 
partly does it to oblige Robert and myself." 

"How to oblige Kobert and you?" inquired 
Caroline. 

''Why, my child, you are dull. Don't you know 
— you must often have heard — " 

^'Please, Ma'am," said Sarah, opening the door, 
"the preserves that you told me to boil in treacle — 
the eongfiters, as you call them — is all bnrnt to the 
pan." 

"Les confitures! EUes sont brölees? Ah, quelle 
negligence coupablel Coquine de cuisiniere — fille in- 
supportablel" 

And Mademoiselle, hastily taking from a drawer a 
large linen apron, and tying it over her black apron, 
mshed "eperdue" into the kitchen, whence — to speak 
truth — exhaled an odour of calcined sweets rather 
streng than savoury. 

The mistress and maid had been in füll feud the 
whole day, on the subject of preserving certain black 
cherries, hard as marbles, sour as sloes. Sarah held 
that sugar was the only orthodox condiment to be used 
in that process; Mademoiselle maintained — and proved 
it by the practice and ezperience oi liex moOaföt, ^^\Är 
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mother, and great grandmotlier — that treacle, "me- 
lasse/* was infinitely preferable. She had committed 
an imprudence in leaving- Sarah in Charge of the pre* 
serving-pan, for her want of sympathy in the natore 
of its contetkts had induced a degree of carelessness in 
watching their confection, whereof the result was — dark 
and cindery min. Hubbub followed: high upbraiding, 
and sobs rather loud than than deep or real. 

Caroline, onee more turning to the little mirror, 
was shading her ringlets from her cheek to smooth 
them under her cottage bonnet, certain that it would 
not only be useless but unpleasant to stay longer; 
when, on the sudden opening of the back-door, there 
feil an abrupt calm in the kitchen: the tongues were 
checked, puUed up as with bit and bridle. "Was it — 
was it — Robert?" He often — almost always — 
entered by the kitchen- way on his return from market. 
No : it was only Joe Scott, who, having hemmed signi- 
ficantly thrice — every hem being meant as a lofty 
rebuke to the squabbling womankind — said, — 

"Now, I thowt I heerd a crack?" 

None answered. 

"And," he continued, pragmatically, "as t' mais- 
ter's comed, and as he '11 enter through this hoyle, I 
eonsidered it desirable to Step in and let ye know. 
A houseful o' women is nivver fit to be comed on 
wi'out warning. Here he is : walk forrard, Sir. They 
war playing up queerly, but I think I 've quietened 'em." 

Another person — it was now audible — entered. 
Joe Scott proceeded with his rebukes. 

"What d'ye mean by being all i' darkness? Sarah, 

tbou ^uean, canst t* not light a candle? It war sun- 

down an honr syne. He'YL btak' hia ahins agean some 
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o' yer pots, and tables, and stuff. Tak' tent o' this 
baking-bowl, Sir; thej Ve set it i' yer way, fair as if 
they did it i' maiice." 

To Joe's observations succeeded a confused sort of 
pause, which Caroline, though sbe was listening with 
both her ears, could not understand. It was very 
brief : a cry broke it — a sound of surprise, followed 
by the sound of a kiss: ejaculations, but half articulate, 
succeeded. 

"Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! £st-ce que je m'y atten- 
dais?" were the words chiefly to be distinguished. 

"Et tu te portes toujours bien, bonne sceur?*' in- 
quired another voice — Kobert's, certainly. 

Caroline was puzzled, Obeying an impulse, the 
wisdom of which she had not time to question, she 
escaped from the little parlour, by way of leaving the 
coast clear, and running up-stairs took up a position 
at the head of the banisters, whence she could make 
farther observations ere presenting herseif. It was con- 
siderably past sunset now: dusk fiUed the passage, yet 
not such deep dusk but that she could presently see 
Robert and Hortense traverse it. 

"Caroline! Caroline!" called Hortense, a moment 
afterwards, "venez voir mon frere!" 

"Strange!" commented Miss Heistone, "passing 
Strange! What does this unwonted excitement about 
such an everyday occurrence as a return from market 
portend? She has not lost her senses, has she? Surely 
the burnt treacle has not crazed her?" 

She descended in a subdued üutter: yet more was 
shc: fluttered when Hortense seized her band at the 
parlour-door, and leading her to Eobert^ who &tAQd.ycv 
bodily presence, teil »nd dark $Lgainst lYiö otv^ Vwäöh«^ 
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presented her with a mixture of agitation and forraality, 
as though they had been utter strangers, and this was 
their first mutual introduction. 

Increasing puzzle! He bowed rather awkwardly, 
and turning from her with a stranger's embarrassment, 
he met the doubtful light from the window: it feil on 
his face, and the enigma of the dream (a dream it 
seemed) was at itQ height: she saw a visage like and 
unlike, — Robert, and no Robert. 

"What is the matter?" said Caroline. "Is my sight 
wrong? Is it my cousin?" 

"Certainly, it is your cousin," asserted Hortense. 

Then who was this now Coming through the pas- 
sage, — now entering the room? Caroline, looking 
round, met a new Robert, — the real Robert, as she 
feit at once. 

"Well," said he, smiling at her questioning, asto- 
nished face, "which is which?" 

"Ah! this is youP* was the answer. 

He laughed. "I believe it is me: and do you know 
who he is? You never saw him before; but you have 
heard of him." 

She had gathered her senses now. 

"It can be only one person: your brother, since it 
is so like you: my other cousin, Louis." 

"Clever little CBdipus! — you would have baffled 
the Sphynx! — but now, see us together. Change 
places. Change again, to confuse her, Louis. — Which 
is the old love now, Lina?" 

"As if it were possible to make a mistake when 

you speak! You should have told Hortense to ask. 

But you are not so much alike: it is only your 

height, your figure, and coTOp\ex\oTiV^"ö\. «t^ ^^ ^vmllar." 
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''And I am Robert, am I not?" asked the new 
comer, making a first efibrt to overcome wbat seemed 
bis natural shyness. 

Caroline sbook ber bead gently. A soft, expres- 
sive ray from ber eye beamed on tbe real Bobert: it 
Said mucb. 

Sbe was not permitted to quij; ber cousins soon: 
Robert -bimself was peremptory in obHging ber to 
remain. Glad, simple, and afifable in ber demeanour 
(glad for tbis nigbt, at least), in ligbt, brigbt spirits 
for tbe time, sbe was too pleasant an addition to tbe 
cottage circle to be willingly parted witb by any of 
tbem. Louis seemed naturally ratber a grave, still, 
retiring man, but tbe Caroline of tbis evening, wbicb 
was not (as you know, reader) tbe Caroline of every 
day, tbawed bis reserve, and cbeered bis gravity soon. 
He sat near ber, and talked to ber. Sbe already knew 
bis vocation was tbat of tuition; sbe learned now be 
bad for some years been tbe tutor of Mr. Sympson's 
son; tbat be bad been travelling witb bim, and bad 
accompanied bim to tbe nortb. Sbe inquired if be 
liked bis post, but got a look in reply wbicb did not 
invite or license furtber question. Tbe look woke Ca- 
roline's ready sympatby; sbe tbougbt it a very sad ex- 
pression to pass over so sensible a face as Louis's: for 
be ^ad a sensible face, — tbougb not bandsome, sbe 
considered, wben seen near Robert's. Sbe turned to 
make tbe comparison. Robert was leaning against tbe 
wall, a little bebind ber, turning over. tbe leaves of a 
book of engravings, and probably listening, at tbe same 
time, to tbe dialogue between ber and Louis. 

"How could I tbink tbem alike?" sbe asked berself: 
"Isee now it isHortense, Louis resembl^a, TVQtBA\i^\\." 
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And this was in part tme: he had tbe sborter nose 
and longer upper-lip of his sister, rather than the fine 
traits of his brother: he had her mould of mouth and 
chin — all less decisive, accurate, and clear than those 
of the young mill-owner. His air, though deliberate 
and reflective, could scarcely be called prompt and 
acute. Yon feit, in sitting near and looking np at 
bim, that a slower and probably a more benignant 
nature than that of the eider Moore shed calm on your 
impressions. 

Robert — perhaps aware that Caroline' s glance had 
wandered towards and dwelt upon bim, though he had 
neither met nor answered it — put down the book of 
engravings, and approaching, took a seat at her side. 
She resumed her conversation with Louis, but, while 
she talked to hira, her thoughts were elsewhere: her 
heart beat on the side from which her face was half- 
averted. She acknowledged a steady, manly, kindly 
air in Louis; but she bent before the secret power of 
Robert. To be so near him — though he was silent 
— though- he did not touch so much as her scarf- 
fringe, or the white hem of her dress — afifected her 
like a spell. Had she been obliged to speak to him 
onty^ it would have quelled — but, at liberty to address 
another, it excited her. Her discourse flowed freely: 
it was gay, playful, eloquent. The indulgent look and 
placid manner of her auditor encouraged her to ease; 
the sober pleasure expressed by his smile drew out all 
that was brilliant in her nature. She feit that this 
evening she appeared to advantage, and, as Robert 
was a spectator, the consciousness contented her: had 
he heen called away, collapse would at once have sue- 
ceeded Stimulus. 
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Bat her enjoyment was not long to shine full-orbed: 
a cloud soon crossed it. 

Hortense, wbo for some time bad been on Ihe move 
ordering supper, and' was now Clearing tbe little table 
of some books, &c., to make room for tbe tray, called 
Robert's attention to tbe glass of flowers, tbe carmine 
and snow and gold of whose petals looked radiant in- 
deed by candlelight. 

"Tbey came from Fieldbead," sbe said, "intended 
as a gifl to you, no doubt: we know wbo is tbe fa- 
vourite tbere — not I, I 'm sure." 

It Was a wonder to bear Hortense jest; a sign tbat 
ber spirits were at bigb-water mark indeed. 

"We are to understand, tben, tbat Robert is tbe 
favourite?" observed Louis. 

"Moncber," replied Hortense, "Robert — c'est tout 
ce qu'il y a de plus precieux au monde: k c6t6 de lui, 
le reste du genre bumain n'est que du rebut. N'ai-je 
pas raison, mon enfant?" sbe added, appealing to 
Caroline. 

Caroline was obliged to reply, "Yes" — and ber 
beacon was quencbed: ber star witbdrew, as sbe 
Bpoke. 

"Et toi, Robert?" inquired Louis. 

"Wben you sball bave an opportunity, ask ber- 

J\eU,*' was tbe quiet answer. Wbetber he reddened 

or paled, Caroline did not examine: sbe discovered 

that it was late, and sbe must go home. Home sbe 

would go: not even Robert could detain ber now. 



CHAPTER VIL 

Tbe Valley of tbe sbadow of deaib. 

The future sometimes seems to sob a low wamiug 
of the events it is bringing us, like some gathering 
though yet remote storm, which, in tones of the wind, 
in flushings of the firmament, in clouds strangely torn, 
announces a blast strong to strew the sea with wrecks; 
or commissioned to bring in fog the yellow taint of 
pestilence, covering white Western isles with the 
poisoned exhalations of the East, dimming the lattices 
of English homes with the breath of Indian plagne. 
At other times this Future bursts suddenly, as if a 
rock had rent, and in it a grave had opened, whence 
issues the body of one that slept. Ere you are aware, 
yoü stand face to face with a shrouded and unthought- 
of Calamity — a new Lazarus. 

Caroline Heistone went home from HoUow's cottage 
in good health, as she imagined. On waking the next 
morning, she feit oppressed with unwonted languor: 
at breakfast, at each meal of the following day^ she 
missed all sense of appetite: palatable food was as ashes 
and sawdust to her. 

^'Am I ill?" she asked, and looked at herseif in 
the glass. Her eyes were bright, their pupils dilated, 
her cheeks seemed rosier and fuller than usual. '^I 
look well; why can I not eat?" 

She feit a pulse beat fast in her temples: she feit 
too her brain in stränge activity: her spirits were 
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raised: hundreds of busy ai^d broken, but brilliant 
thoughts engaged her mind: a glow rested on them, 
such as tinged her complexion. 

Now followed a bot, parched, thirsty, restless 
night Towards moming x>ne terrible dream seized 
her like a tiger: when she woke, she feit and knew 
she was ill. 

How she had canght the fever (fever it was), she 
could not teil. Probably in her late walk home, some 
sweet, poisoned breeze, redolent of honey-dew and 
miasma, had passed into her lungs and veins, and 
finding there already a fever of mental excitement, and 
a languor of long conflict and habitual sadness, had 
fanned the spark to flame, and left a well-lit fire be- 
hind it. 

It seemed, however, but a gentle (Ire: after two 
bot days and worried nights, there was no violence in 
the Symptoms, and neither her uncle, nor Fanny, nor 
the doctpr, nor Miss Keeldar, when she called, had 
any fear for her; a few days would restore her, every 
one believed. 

The few days passed, and — though it was still 
thought it could not long delay — the revival had not 
begnn. Mrs. Pryor, who had visited her daily, — 
being present in her Chamber one moming when she 
had been ill a fortnight — watched her very narrowly 
for some minutes: she took her band, and placed her 
finger on her wrist; then, quietly leaving the Chamber, 
she went to Mr. Helstone's study. With bim she re- 
mained closeted a long time — half the moming On 
returning to her sick young friend, she laid aside 
shawl and bonnet: she stood a while at the bedside, 
one band placed in the other, gently tocVAü^ \kKt^^ \.^ 
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and fro, in an attitude and with a movement habitaal 
to her. At last she said, — 

"I have sent Fanny to Fieldhead to fetch a few 
things for me, such as I shall want during a sbort stay 
here: it is my wish to remain with you tili you are 
better. Your uncle kindly permits my attendanee: will 
it to yourself be accep table, Caroline?" 

"I am sorry you should take such needless trouble. 
I do not feel very ill, but I cannot refuse resolutely: 
it will be such comfort to know you are in the house, 
to See you sometimes in the room; but don't confine 
yourself on my account, dear Mrs. Pryor. — Fanny 
nurses me very well." 

Mrs. Pryor — bending over the pale little sufferer 
— was now smoothing the hair under her cap, and 
gently raising her pillow. As she performed these 
Offices, Caroline, smiling, lifted her face to kiss her. 

"Are you free from pain? Are you tolerably at 
ease?" was inquired in a low, earnest voice, as the 
self-elected nurse yielded to the caress. 

"I think I am almost happy." 

"You wish to drink? Your lips are parched." 

She held a glass filled with some cooling beverage 
to her mouth. 

"Have you eaten anything to-day, Caroline?" 

"I cannot eat." 

*'But soon your appetite will return : it must retum : 
that is, I pray God it may!" 

In laying her again on the couch, she encircled h^r 
in her arms; and while so doing, by a movement which 
seemed searcely voluntary, she drew her to her heart, 
aad held her close gathered an iüäImä.. 
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'^I sball bardly wisli to get well, that I may keep 
you always," said Caroline. 

Mrs. Pryor did not smile at this speech: OTer her 
features ran a tremor, which for some minntes sbe was 
absorbed in repr'essing. 

"You are more used to Fanny tban to me," sbe 
remarked, ere long. '^I sbould tbink my attendance 
must seem stränge, officious?" 

''No: quite natural, and very sootbing. You must 
have been accustomed to wait on sick people, Ma'am. 
You move about tbe room so softly, and you speak so 
qnietly, and toucb me so gently." 

"I am dexterous in notbing, my dear. You will 
often find me awkward, but never negligent." 

Negligent, indeed, sbe was not. From tbat hour, 
Fanny and Eliza became cypbers in tbe sick-room: 
Mrs. Pryor made it ber domain: sbe performed all its 
duties; sbe lived in it day and nigbt. Tbe patient re- 
monstrated, — faintly, bowever, from tbe first, and 
not at all ere long: loneliness and gloom were now 
banisbed from ber bedside; protection and solace sat 
tbere instead. Sbe and ber nurse coalesced in wondrous 
Union. Caroline was usually pained to require or re- 
ceive mueb attendance: Mrs. Pryor, undec ordinary 
circumstances, bad neitber tbe babit nor tbe art of per- 
forming little offices of Service; but all now passed 
witb sucb ease — so naturally, tbat tbe patient was as 
willing to be cberisbed as tbe nurse was beut on 
cherisbing: no sign of weariness in tbe latter ever re- 
minded tbe former tbat sbe ougbt to be anxious. Tbere 
was, in fact, no very bard duty to perform; but a 
hireling migbt baye found it bard. 

witb all tbis care, it seemed &tx«ae^ t\xfo «SsSl ^c^ 
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did not get well; yet such was the case: she wasted 
like any snow-wreath in thaw; she faded llke any 
flower in dronght. Miss Keeldar, on whose thoughts 
danger or death seldom intruded, had at first enter- 

itained no fears at all for her friend; but seeing her 
change and sink from time to time when she paid her 
Visits, alarm clutched her heart. She went to Mr. 
Heistone and expressed herseif with so much energy, 
that that gentleman was at last pbliged, however un- 
willingly, to admit the idea that his niece was ill of 
something more than a migraine; and when Mrs. Pryor 
came and quietly demanded a physician, he said she 
might send for two, if she liked. One came, but that 
one was an oracle: he delivered a dark saying of which 
the future was to solve the mystery, wrote some pre- 
43criptions, gave some directions — the whole with an 
air of crushing authority — pocketed his fee, and went. 
Probably, he knew well enough he could do no good; 
but didn't like to say so. 

Still, no rumour of serious illness got wind in the 
neighbourhood. At Hollow's-cottage it was thought 
that Caroline had only a severe cold, she having 
written a note to Hortense to that effect; and Made- 
moiselle contented herseif with sending two pots of 
currant jam, a receipt for a tisane, and a note of 
advice. 

Mrs. Yorke being told that a physician had been 
summoned, sneered at the hypochondriac fancies oi 
the rieh and idle, who, she said, having nothing but 
themselves to think about, must needs send for a 
doctor if only so much as their little finger ached. 
The "rieh and idle," represented in the person of 

Caroline, were meantime {alling fast into a condition 
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of prostration, whose quickly consummated debility 
puKzled all who witnessed it, except one; for that one 
alone reflected how liable is the undermined structure 
to sink in sudden min. 

Sick people often have fancies inscrutable to ordi- 
nary attendants, and Caroline had one wbicb even her 
tender nurse could not at first explain. On a certain 
day in the week, at a certain hour, she would — 
whether worse or better — entreat to be taken up and 
dressed, and snffered to sit in her cbair near the 
Window. This Station she would retain tili noon was 
past: whatever degree of exhaustion or debility her 
wan aspect betrayed, she still softly pnt off all per- 
suasion to seek repose untilthe church-clock had duly 
toUed mid-day: the twelve strokes sounded, she grew 
docile, and would meekly lie down. Beturned to the 
couch, she usually buried her face deep in the pillow, 
and drew the coverlets close round her, as if to shut 
out the World and sun, of which she was tired: more 
than once, as she thus lay, a slight convulsion shook 
the sick-bed, and a faint sob broke the silence round it. 
These things were not unnoted by Mrs. Pryor. 

One Tuesday morning, as usual, she had asked 
leave to rise, and now she sat wrapped in her white 
dressing-gown, leaning forward in the easy-chair, 
gazing steadily and patiently from the lattice. Mrs. 
Pryor was seated a little behind, knitting as it seemed, 
but, in truth, watching her. A change crossed her 
pale mournful brow, animating its languor; a light 
shot into her faded eyes, reviving their lustre; she half 
rose and looked earnestly out. Mrs. Pryor, drawing 
softly near, glanced over her Shoulder. From this 
Window was visibJe the churchyard, beiyon^ vt \Sfta x^^\^ 
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and there, riding sharply by, appeared a liorseman. ^ 
The figdre was not yet too remote for recognition: ^ 
Mrs. Fryor had long sight; she knew Mr. Moore. Just 
as an intercepting rising gronnd conceal^ him from ^ 
view, the clock strack twelve. *■ 

^^May I lie down again?'' asked Caroline. '' 

Her nurse assisted her to bed: havmg laid her 
down and drawn the eurtain, she stood listening near. 
The little couch trembled, the suppressed sob stirred 
the air. A eontraction as of anguish altered Mrs. 
Pryor's features; she wrang her hands; half a'groan 
escaped her lips. She now remembered that Tuesday 
was Whinbury market- day: Mr. Moore must always 
pass the Bectory on bis way thither, just ere noon of 
that day. 

Carolme wore continually round her neck a slender 
braid of silk, attached to which was some trinket. 
Mrs. Pryor had seen the bit of gold glisten;- but had 
not yet obtained a fair view of it. Her patient never 
parted with it: when dressed it was hidden in her 
bosom; as she lay in bed she always held it in her 
band. That Tuesday afternoon the transient doze — 
more like lethargy than sleep — which sometimes 
abridged the long days, had stolen over her: the weather 
was bot: while turning in febrile restlessness; she had 
pushed the coverlets a little aside; Mrs. Pryor bent to 
replace them; the small, wasted band lying nerveless 
on the sick girl's breast, clasped as usual her jealously- 
guarded treasure: those fingers whose attenuation it 
gave pain to see, were now relaxed in sleep: Mrs 
Pryor gently disengaged the braid, drawing out a tiny 
locket — a slight thing it was, such as it suited her 
small purae to purchase: xmdex its crystal face appeared 
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a curl of black hair — too short and crisp to have been 
severed from a female head. 

Some agitated movement occasioned a twitch of the 
ailken chain: the sleeper started and woke. Her 
thoughts were usually now somewhat scattered on 
waking; her look generally wandering. Half-rising, as 
if in terror, she exclaimed: — 

^^Don't take it from me, Robert! Don't! It is my 
last comfort — let me keep it I never teil any one 
whose hair it is — I never show it," 

Mrs. Fryor had already disappeared behind the 
cortain: reclining far back in a deep arm-chair by the 
bedside, she was withdrawn from view. Caroline 
looked abroad into the Chamber: she thought it empty. 
As her stray ideas returned slowly, each folding its 
weak wings on the mind's sad shore, like birds ex- 
hausted, — beholding void, and perceiving silence round 
her, she believed herseif alone. . Collected, she was not 
yet: perhaps healthy self-possession and self-control 
were to be hers no more; perhaps that world the 
ettong and prosperons live in had already rolled from 
beneath her feet for ever: so, at least, it often seemed 
to* herseif. In health, she had never been accustomed 
to think aloud; bnt now words escaped her lips nn- 
awares. 

^^Oh! I should See him onee more before all is 
over: Heaven might favour me thus far!" she cried. 
"God grant me a little comfort before I die!" was her 
humble petition. 

^^But he will not know I am ill, tili I am gone; 
' and he will come when tbey have laid me out, and I 
am senseless, cold, and stiff. 

^^ What can my departed soul feel then? Can it see 

SkirU^, IL ^ 
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. 6r know what happens to the day? Can spirits, 
through any medium, communicate with liviDg fiesh? 
Can the dead at all revisit those they leave? Can they 
come in the elements? Will wind, water, fire lend me 
a path to Moore? 

"Is it for nothing the wind sounds almoat artica- 
latcly sometimes — sings as I have lately heard it sing 
at night — or passes the casement sobbing, as if for 
sorrow to come? Does nothing, then, hauht it — 
nothing inspire it? 

"Why, it suggested to me words one night: it 
poured a strain which I could have written down, only 
I was appalled, and dared not rise to seek pencil and 
paper by the dim watch-light. 

"What is Üiat electricity they speak of, whose 
changes niake us well or ill; whose lack or excess 
blasts; whose even balance revives? What are all 
those influences that are about us in the atmosphere, 
that keep playing over our nerves like fingers on 
stringed instruments, and call forth now a sweet note, 
and now a wail — now an exultant swell, and, anon, 
the saddest cadence? ' 

''^fVhere ü the other world? In what will anoth'e^ 
life consist? Why do I ask? Have I not cause U 
think that the hour is hasting but too fast when th 
veil must be rent for me? Do I not know the GraQ 
Mystery is likely to burst prematurely on me? Gr^ 
Spirit! in whose goodness I confide; whom, as o 
Father, I have petitioned night and morning from ea^ 
infancy, help the weak creation of thy hands! Sustf 
me through the ordeal I dread and must undei*f 
Give me strength! Give me patience! Giveme— ' 
^/i^e me faith!" 
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She feil back on her pillow. Mrs. Pryor foand 
neans to steal quietly from the room: she re-entered 
it soon after, apparently as composed as if she had ' 
really not overheard this stränge soliloquy. 

The next day several callers came. It had become 
known that Miss Heistone was worse. Mr. Hall and 
bis sister Margaret arrived; both, after they had been 
in the sick-room, quitted it in tears: they had found 
the patient more altered than they expected. Hortense 
Moore came. Caroline seemed stimulated by her pre- 
sence: she assured her, smiling, she was not dangerously 
iU; she talked to her in a low voice, but cheerfully: 
during her stay, excitement kept up the flush of her 
complexion: she looked better. 

"How is Mr. Robert?" asked Mrs. Pryor, as Hor- 
tense was preparing to take leave. 
*'He was very well when he left." 
"Left! Is he gone from home?" 
It was then explained that some police intelligence 
about the rioters of whom he was in pnrsuit, had, that 
moming, called him away to Birmingham, and probably 
a fortnight might elapse ere he returned. 

"He is not aware that Miss Heistone is very ill?" 
"Oh! no. He thought, like me, that she had only 
a bad cold." ^ 

After this visit, Mrs. Pryor took care not to approach 
Caroline's couch for above an hour: she heard her 
weep, and dared not look on her tears. 

As evening closed in, she brought her some tea. 
Caroline, opening her eyes from a moment's slumber, 
viewed her nurse with an unrecognising glance. 

"I smelt the honeysuckles in the gleii 1\ää ^xwsscdäx« 
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morning," she said, ^'as I stood at the counting-house 
Window." 

Strange words like these from pallid lipB pierce a 
loving listener's heart more poignantly than steel. They 
sound romantic, perhaps, in books: in real life, they 
are harrowing. 

"My darling, do you know me?" said Mrs, Pryor. 

^^I went in to call Robert to breakfast: I have been 
with him in the garden: he asked me to go: a heavy 
dew has refreshed the flowers: the peaches are 
ripening." 

"My darling! my darling!" again and again re- 
peated the nurse. 

"I thought it was daylight — long after sunrise: 
it looks dark — is the moon not set?" 

That moon, lately risen, was gazing füll and mild 
upon her: floating in deep blue Space, it watched her 
unclouded. ' 

"Then it is not morning? I am not at the cot- 
tage? Who is this? — I see a shape at my bedside." 

"It is myself — it is your friend — your nurse — 
your — . Lean your head on my Shoulder: collect your- 
self." (In a lower tone.) "Oh God, take pity! Give 
her life, and me strength! Send me courage — teach 
me words!" 

Some minutestpassed in silence. The patient lay 
mute and passive in the trembling arms — on the 
throbbing bosom of the nurse. 

"I am better now," whispered Caroline, at last, 

"mach better — I feel where I am: this is Mrs. Pryor 

near me: I was dreaming — I talk when I wake up 

hom dreams: people often do in illness. How fast your 

beart beats, Ma'am! Do not be afraid." 
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^'It is not fear, child; onlj a litüe anxiety, which 
will pass. I have brought 70a some tea, Gary; your 
uncle made it himself. You know he says he can make 
a better cup of tea than any housewife can. Taste it. 
He is concemed to hear that you eat so little: he would 
be glad if you had a better appetite." 

"I am thirsty: let me drink." 

She drank eagerly. 

^^What o'dock is it, Ma'am?" she asked. 

"Fast nine." 

^'Not later? Oh! I have yet a long night before 
me; but the tea has made me strong: I will sit up." 

Mrs. Pryor raised her, and arranged her pillows. 

'^Thank Heaven! I am not always equally miser- 
able, and ill, and hopeless. The aftemoon has been 
bad since Hortense went: perhaps the evening may be 
better. It is a fine night, I think? The moon shines 
dear." 

"Very fine: a perfect sammer night The old 
church-tower gleams white almost as silver.'' 

''And does the churchyard look peaceful?" 

''Yes, and the garden also: dew glistens on the 
foliage." 

>' Can yoQ see many long weeds and nettles amongst 
the graves; or do they look turfy and flowery?" 

''I See dosed daisy-heads, gleaming like pearls on 
some moands. Thomas has mown down the dock- 
leaves and rank grass, and deared all away." 

''I always like that to be done: it soothes one's 
mind to see the place in order: and, I dare say, within 
the church just now that moonlight shines as softly as 
in my room. It will, fall through the east window füll 
on the Heistone monument. When 1 doÄ^ tecj «^^%V 
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seem to see poor papa's epitaph in black letters on the 
white marble. There is plenty of room for other in- 
scriptions underneath." 

"William Farren came to look after your flowers 
this morning: he was afraid, now you cannot tend 
them yourself, they would be negleeted. He has taken 
two of your favourite plants home to nnrse for yon.'* 

"If I were to make a will, I would leave William 
all niy plants; Shirley my trinkets — except one, which 
must not be taken off my neck; and you, Ma'am, my 
books." (After a pause.) "Mrs. Pryor, I feel a 
longing wish for something." 

"For what, Caroline?" 

"You know I always delight to hear you sing: sing 
me a bymn just now: sing that hymn which begins, — 

*Our God, our belp in ages past, ~ 

Our hope for years to come; 
Our shelter from ibe slormy blast; 
Our refuge, baven, bome!' " 

Mrs. Pryor at once complied. 

No Wnder Caroline liked to hear her sing: her 
Toice, even in speaking, was sweet and silver-dear; 
in song, it was almost divine: neither flute nor dulci- 
mer has tones so pure. But the tone was secondary 
compared to the expression which trembled through: 
a tender Vibration from a feeling heart. 

The servants in the kitchen, hearing the strain, 
stole to the stair-foot to listen: even old Heistone as 
he walked in the garden, pondering over the unac- 
countable and feeble nature of women , stood still 
amoDgBt bis borders to catch the mournfnl melody 
more distinctly. Why it remind^d him of bis forgottßn 
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dead wife, he could not teil; nor why it madehim 
more concerned than he had hitherto been for Caro* 
line*s üading girlhood. He was glad to recoUect that 
he had promised to pay Wyone, the magistrate, d visit 
that evening. Low spirits and gloomy thoughts 'were 
very mnch his aversion: when they attacked bim he 
nsually foimd means to make them march in dbuble- 
quick time. The hymn foUowed him faintly as he 
crossed the fields: he hastened his customary ejiarp 
pace, that he might get beyond its reach. 

"Tby Word commands our flesh to dust, ~ 
^ Retorn , ye sons of men ; ' 
All naiions rose from earth at first, 
And turn to earlb again. 

*^A tbousand ages in iby sigbt 
Are like an ev*ning gone; 
Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 

**Time, like an ever-rolliifg stream, 
Bears all its sons away; 
They fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 

**Like flowery fields, the nations stand, 
Fresh in the morning light ; 
The flowers beneath the raower's band 
Lie witbering ere 't is night. 

'* Our God , our help in ages past , -— 
Our hope for years to come; 
Be ihou our guard while troubles last , — 
Falber, be our home ! " 

"Now sing a song — a Scottish song,'* suggested 
Caroline, when the hymn was over, — "'Ye banks 
and braes o' bonny Doon.' '* 

Again Mrs. Pryor obeyed, or essayed to obey. At 
the close of the first stanza she stopped; she could get 
no further: her füll heart flowed cver. 
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"You are weeping at the pathos of tlie air: come 
liere, and I will comfort you," said Caroline, in a 
pitying accent. Mrs. Piyor came: she sat down on 
the edge of her patient's bed, and allowed the wasted 
arms to encircle her. 

"You often soothe me, let me soothe you," mur- 
mured the young girl, kissing her cheek. "1 hope," 
she added, "it is not for me you weep?" 

No answer foUowed. 

"Do you think I shall not get better? I do not 
feel very ill — only weak." 

"But your mind, Caroline: your mind is crushed; 
yourheartis almostbroken: you have been so neglected, 
so repulsed, left so desolate." 

"I belief grief is, and always has been, my worst 
ailment. I sometimes think, if an abundant gush of 
happiness came on me, I coiüd revive yet.' 

"Do you wish to live?' 

"I have no object in life.' 

"You love me, Caroline?" 

"Very much, — very truly, — inexpressibly some- 
times: just now, I feel as if I could almost grow to 
your heart." 

"I will return directly, dear," remarked Mrs. 
Pryor, as she laid Caroline down. 

' Quitting her, she glided to the door, softly tumed 
the key in he lock ascertained that it was fast, and 
came back. She beut over her. She threw back the 
curtain to admit the moonlight more freely. She gazed 
intently on her face. 

"Then, if you love me," said she, speaking qnickly, 

with an altered voice: "if you feel as if — to use your 

own worda — you could 'gro^ to my heart,' it will 



VALLEY OP THE SHADOW OP DEATH. 137 

be seither shock nor pain for 70a to know that that 
heart is the source whence yonrs was filled; that from 
my veins issued the tide which flows in yours; that 
you are mine — my danghter — my own child." 

"Mrs. Pryor— r* 

"My own chüd!" 

"That is — that means — you have adopted me?" 

"It means that, if I have given you nothing eise, 
I at least gave yoü life; that I bore you — nursed you; 
that I am your true mother: no other woman can claim 
the title — it is mine.^'* 

"But Mrs. James Heistone — but my father's wife, 
whom I do not remember ever to have seen, she is my 
mother?" 

"She is your mother: James Heistone was my hus- 
band. I say you are mine. I have proved it. I thought 
perhaps you were all bis, which would have been a 
cruel dispensation for me: I find it is not so. 6od 
permitted me to be the parent of my child's mind: it 
belongs to me: it is my property — my right. These 
features are James's own. He had a fine face when he 
was young, and not altered by error. Papa, my darling, 
gave you your blue eyes and soft brown hair: he gave 
you the oval of your face and the regularity of your 
lineaments: the outside he conferred; but the heart and 
the brain are mine: the germs are from me, and they 
are improved, they are developed to excellence. I 
esteem and approve my child as highly as I do most 
fondly love her." 

"Is what I hear true? Is it no dream?" 

"I wish it were as true that the substance and 
colour of health were restored to your cheek." 

"My own mother! is she on^ 1 wcl \i^ ^^ ^'«ä. ^ 
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as I can of yon? Feople generally did not like her, 
so I have been given to understand." 

"They told you that? Well, your mother now teils 
you, that, not having the gift to please people generally, 
for theh: approbation she does not care: her thoughts 
are centered in her child: does that child welcome or 
reject her?" 

"But if you are my mother, the world is all 
changed to me. Surely I can live — I should like to 



Fecover — " 



"You must recover. You drew life and strength 
from my breast when you were a tiny, fair Infant, 
over whose blue eyes I used to weep, fearing I beheld 
in your very beauty the sign of qualities that had 
entered my heart like iron, and pierced through my 
soul like a sword. Daughter! we have been long 
parted: I retum now to cherish you agaiu." 

She held her to her bosom: she cradled her in her 
arms: she rocked her softly, as if luUing a young child 
to sleep. 

"My mother! My own mother!" 

The offspring nestled to the parent: that parent, 
feeling the endearment and hearing the appeal, gathered 
her closer still. She covered her with noiseless kisses: 
she murmured love over her, like a cushat fostering 
its young. 

There was silence in the room for a long while. 

« « « « 

"Does my uncle^know?" 

"Your uncle knows: I told him when I first came 
to stay with you here." 

"Did*. you recognise me when we first met at 
Fieldhead?'* 
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"How conld it be otherwise? Mr. and Miss 
Heistone being annonnced, I was prepared to see my 
chüd.'* 

"It was that then which moved you: I saw you 
disturbed." 

"You saw notbing, Caroline: I can cover my 
feelings. You can never teil what an age of stränge 
Sensation I lived, during tbe two minntes that elapsed 
between tbe report'of your name and your entrance. 
Tou can never teil how your look, mien, carriage 
sbook me." 

"Why? Were you disappointed?" 

"What will sbe be like? I had asked myself; and 
when I saw what you were like, I could have 
dropped." 

"Mama, why?" 

"I trembled in your presence. I said I will never 
own her: sbe sball never know me." 

"But I Said and did nothing remarkable. I feit a 
little diffident at the thought of an introduction to 
Btrangers, that was all." 

"I soon saw you were diffident; that was tbe first 
thing which reassured me : had you been mstic, clownish^ 
awkward, I should have been content." 

"You puzzle me." 

"I had reason to dread a fair outside, to mistmst 
a populär bearing, to shudder before distinction, grace^ 
and courtesy. Beauty and affability had come in my 
way when I was recluse, desolate, young, and ignorant: 
a toil-wom govemess perishing of uncheered labour, 
breaking down before her time. These, Caroline, when 
they smiled on me, I mistook for angels! I followed 
them home^ and when into tbeit Yiaii^^ 1 VäÄl ^^s^ 
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without reserve my whole chance of fature happiness, 
it was my lot to witness a transfigaration on the do- 
mestic hearth: to see the white mask lifted, the bright 
disguise put away, and opposite me sat down — oh 
Grod! I have suffered!" 

She sank on the pUIow. 

"I have sufferedl None saw, — none knew: there 
was no sympathy — no redemption — no redress!" 

"Take comfort, mother: it is over now." 

"It is over, and not froitlessly. I tried to keep the 
Word of His patience: He kept me in the days of my 
anguish. I was afraid with terror — I was troubled: 
through great tiibulation He bronght me through to a 
salyation revealed in this last time. My fear had tor- 
ment — He has cast it out: He has given me in its 
stead perfect love But, Caroline — " 

Thus she invoked her daughter after a pause. 

"Mother!" 

"I Charge you, when you next look on your father's 
monument, to respect the name chiselied there. To you 
he did only good. On you he conferred his whole 
treasure of beauties; nor added to them one dark de- 
fect. All you derived from him is excellent. Tou owe 
him gratitude. Leave, between him and me, the settle- 
ment of our mutual account: meddle not: God is the 
arbiter. This world's laws never came near us — 
never! They were powerless as a rotten bulrush to 
Protect me! — impotent as idiot babblings to restrain 
him! As you said, it is all over uow: the grave lies 
between us. There he sleeps, — in that church! To 
his dust I say this night, what I have never said be- 
lore, ^ James, slumber peacefully! See! your terrible 
debt 18 cancelled! Lookl 1 m^« out the long, black 
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account with my own hand! James, your child atoues: 
this living likeness of jou, — this thiog with your per- 
fect features, — this one good gift you gave me has 
nestled a£fectionately to my heart, and tenderly called 
me 'mother.' Husband! rest forgiven!" 

''Dearest mother, that is right! Can papa's spirit 
hear us? Is he comforted to know that we still love 
him?" 

^'I Said nothiDg of love: I spoke of forgiveuess. 
Mind the truth, child, — I said nothing of lovel On 
the threshold of eternity, should he be there to see me 
enter, will I maintain that." 

"Oh, mother! you must have suffered!" 

"Oh, child! the human heart can suffer. It can 
hold more tears than the ocean holds waters. We 
never know how deep — how wide it is, tili misery 
begins to unbind her clouds, and fill it with rushing 
blackness." 

"Mother, forget." 
V "Forget!" she said, with the strängest spectre of 
a laugh. "The North pole will rush to the South, and 
the headlands of Europe be locked into the bays of 
Australia, ere I forget." 

"Hush, mother! rest! — be at peace!" 

And the child lulled the parent, as the parent had 
erst lulled the child. At last, Mrs. Fryor wept: she 
then grew calmer. She resumed those tender cares 
agitation had for a moment suspended. Beplacing her 
daughter on the couch, she smoothed the pillow and 
spread the sheet. The soft hair whose locks were 
loosened, she re-arranged, the damp brow she refreshed 
with a cool fragrant essence. 

"Mama, let them bring a candl^^ \!ci»X \ \&3k<I %^^ 
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70a; and teil mj uncle to come into this room by-and- 
hj: I want to hear bim saj that I am your daughter: 
and, Mama, take your supper here; don't leave me for 
one minute to-night." 

"Oh, Caroline! it is well you are gentle. You will 
say to me go, and I shall go; come, and I i^hall come; 
do this, and I shall do it. Ton inheiit a certain man- 
ner as well as certain features. It will be always 
'mama' prefacing a mandate: softly spoken though, 
from you, thank God! Well" (she added, under her 
breath), "he spoke softly too, onoe, — like a flute 
breathing tendemess; and tben, when the world was 
not by to listen, discords that split the nerves and 
curdled the blood, — sounds to inspire insanity." 

"It seems so natural, Mama, to ask you for this 
and that. I shall want nobody but you to be near me, 
or to do anything for me; but do not let me be trouble- 
some: check me, if I encroach." 

"You must not depend on ngie to check you: you 
must keep guard over yourself. I have little moral 
courage: the want of it is my bane. It is that which 
has made me an unnatural parent, — which has kept 
me apart from my child during the ten years which 
have elapsed since my husband's death left me at 
liberty to claim her: it was that which first unnerved 
my arms and permitted the Infant I might have retained 
a while longer, to be snatched prematurely from their 
embrace." 

"How, Mama?" 

"I let you go as a habe, because you were pretty, 

and I feared your loveliness; deeming it the stamp of 

perversity. They sent me your portrait, taken at eight 

years old; that portrwt cotiBim^ xxv'^ fears. Had it 
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Bhown me a sunburnt little mstic — a beavy, blunt- 
featnred , commonplace child — I sbonld bave bastened 
to Claim you; but there, under the silver paper, I saw 
blooming tbe delicacy of an aristocratic flower — 4ittle 
lady' was written on every trait I bad too reoently 
crawled from under tbe yoke of tbe fine gentleman — 
escaped, galled, crusbed, paralyzed, dying — to dare 
to encounter bis still finer and most fairy-like repre- 
sentative. My sweet little lady overwbelmed me witb 
dismay: her air of native elegance froze my very mar- 
row. In my experience I bad not met with trutb, 
modesty, good principle as tbe concomitants of beanty. 
A form so straigbt and fine, I argaed, mnst conceal a 
mind warped and crueL I bad little faitb in the power 
of edncation to rectify such a mind; or ratber, I entirely 
misdonbted my own ability to infiuence it. Caroline, 
I dared not undertake to rear you: I resolved to leave 
you in your uncle's bands. Mattbewson Heistone I 
knew, if an austere, was an uprigbt man. He and all 
the World tbongbt bardly of me for my stränge, un- 
motberly resolve, and I deserved to be misjudged." 
^^Mama, wby did you call yourself Mrs. Pryor?" 
^'It was a name in my motber's family. I adopted 
it tbat I migbt live unmolested. My married name re- 
called too vividly my married life: I could not bear it. 
Besides, threats were uttered of forcing me to return 
to bondage: it could not be; ratber a hier for a bed — 
the grave for a bome. My new name sbeltered me: 
I resumed under its screen my old occupation of teach- 
ing. At first, it scarcely procured me the means of 
sustaining life; but bow savoury was bunger when I 
fasted in peacel How safe seemed tbe darkness and 
Chili of an unkindled hearth, when iio \\ä\^ ^^^^^vöj^l 
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from terror crimsoned its desolation! How serene. was 
solitude, when I feared not the irruption of violence 
and vice!" 

''Bat, Mama, 70U have been in this neighbourhood 
before. How did it happen, that when jou reappeared 
' here with Miss Keeldar, you were not recognised?" 

"I only paid a short visit, as a bride, twenty years 
ago; and then I was very different to what I am now 
— siender, almost as slender as my daughter is at this 
day: my complexion — my very featnres are changed; 
my hair, my style of dress — everything is altered. 
Tou cannot fancy me a slim young person, attired in 
scant]^ drapery of white muslin, with bare arms, brace- 
lets and necklace of beads, and hair disposed in round 
Grecian curls above my forehead?" 

''You must, indeed, have been different. Mama, 
I heard the front door open: if it is my uncle Coming 
in, just ask him to Step up-stairs, and let me hear bis 
assurance that I am truly awake and collected, and not 
dreaming or delirious." 

The Rector, of bis own accord, was mounting the 
stairs; and Mrs. Pryor summoned him to bis niece's 
apartment. 

"She's not worse, I hope?" he inquired, hastily. 

"I think her better: she is disposed to converse — 
she seems stronger." 

"Good!" Said he, brushing quickly into the room. 
"Ha, Gary! how do? Did you drink my cup of tea? 
I made it for you just as I like it myself." 

"I drank it every drop, uncle: it did me good — 
// has znade me quite alive. I have a wish for com- 
pAnjTy so I begged Mrs. PryoT io call 70U in." 
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The respected eccksiastic looked plea&ed, and yet 
smbarrassed. He was willing enoiigh to bestow bis 
Company on bis sick niece for ten minutes, since it 
was ber wbim to wisb it; but wbat means to employ 
for ber entertainment, he knew not: be hemmed — be 
fidgeted." 

"You'li be up in a trice," be observed, by way of 
saying sometbing. "Tbe little weakness wi4 soon 
pass off; and tben ybu must drink port-wine — a pipe, 
if you can — and eat game and oysters : I '11 get tbem 
for you, if tbey are to be had anywbere. Bless me! 
we '11 make you as strong as Samson before we 've 
done witb you." 

'^Wbo is that lady, uncle, Standing beside you at 
the bed-foot?" 

"Good God!" be ejaculated. "Sbe's not wander- 
ing — is sbe, Ma'am?" 

Mrs. Pryor smiled. 

'^I am wandering in a pleasant world," Said Caro- 
Line, in a soft, bappy voice, ^^and I want you to teil 
me wbetber it is real or visionary. Wbat lady is tbat? 
Give her a name, uncle?" 

"We must bave Dr. Rile again, Ma'am, or, bett^ 
still, MacTurk: be's iess of a humbug. Tbomas must 
saddle the pony, and go for bim." 

"No: I don't want a doctor; Mama sball be my 
önly physician. Now, do you understand, uncle?" 

Mr. Heistone pushed up bis spectacles from bis 
Qose to bis forebead, bandled bis snuff-box, and admi- 
aistered to himself a portion of the contents. Thus 
Fortified, be answered briefly: — 

"I See dayligbt, Tou've told her t\i«a>Ma!wQ.V 
S^tf^. ff. ' \Vi 
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"And is it true?^^ demanded Caroline, rising on her 
pillow. "Is she really my mofcher?" 

"You won't cry, or make any scene, or turn hyste- 
rical, if I ans wer Yes?" 

"Cry? I'd cry if you said iVo. It would be ter- 
rible to be disappointed now. Bnt givel her a namc: 
how do you call her?" 

"L call this stout lady in a quaint black dress, who 
looks young enough to wear much smarter raiment, 
if she would — I call her Agnes Heistone: she married 
my brother James, and is his widow.** 

"And my mother?" 

"What a little sceptic it is! Look at her small 
face, Mrs. Pryor, scarcely larger than the palm of my 
band, alive with acuteness and eagerness." (To Ca- 
roline)« — "She had the trouble of bringing you into 
the World, at any rate: mind you show your duty to 
her by quickly getting well, and repairing the waste 
of these cheeks. Heigho! she used to be plump: 
what she has done with it all, I can't, for the life of 
me, divine." 

"If wishing to get well will help me, I shall not 
be long sick. This moming, I had no reason and no 
strength to wish it" 

Fanny here tapped at the door, and said that sup- 
per was ready. 

"üncle, if you please, you may send me a little 
bit of supper — anything you like, from your own 
plate. That is wiser than going into hysterics, — is 
it not?" 

^^It is spoken like a sage, Cary: see if I don*t 
cater for jou judiciously. V^\miv women are sensible 
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— and, above all, intelligible — I can get on ¥dtb 
tbem. It is only tbe vague, superfine Sensation^, and 
extremely wire-drawn notions, tbat put me abont. 
Let a woman ask me to give her an edible or a wear- 
able — be tbe same a roc's egg or tbe breast plate of 
Aaron, a share of St. John's locnsts and boney or tbe 
leathem girdle about bis loins — I can, at least, under- 
stand tbe demand: bnt wben tbey pine for tbey know 
not wbat — sympatby — sentiment — some of tbese 
indefinite ab^tractioos — I can't do it: I don't know 
it; i baven't got it. Madam, accept my arm." 

Mrs. Pryor signified tbat sbe sbould stay with ber 
daagbter tbat evening. Heistone, accordingly, left tbem 
togetber. He soon returned, bringing a plate in bis 
own consecrated band. 

"Tbis is chicken," he said; "but we *11 bave par- 
tridge to-morrow. Lift ber up, and put a sbawl over 
ber. On my word, I understand nursing. Nöw, here 
is tbe very same little silver fork you used wben you 
first came to tbe Rectory: tbat strikes me as being 
wbat you may call a bappy tbougbt — a delicate 
attention. Take it, Gary, and munch away deverly." 

Caroline did her best. Her unde frowned to see 
tbat ber powers were so limited: he prophesied, bow- 
ever, great things for tbe future; and as sbe praised 
thO/morsel he bad brought, and smiled greatfolly in 
bis face, be stooped over her pillow, kissed her, and 
Said, with a broken, rugged accent, — 

"Good-night, bairniel God bless thee!** 

Caroline ecgoyed auch peacefnl rest tbat night, 
cirded by her mother's arm, and pillowed on her 
breast, that sbe forgot to wish ior any o\hst i^\»:<|% «s^ 
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though more than one feverish dream came to her in 
slumber, jet, when she woke np panting, so happj 
and contented a feeling returned with retnrning con- 
scioasness, that her agitation was soothed almost as 
soon as feit 

Aß to the mother, she spent the night like Jacob 
at PenieL Tijl break of day, she wrestled with God 
in earnest prayer. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

The west wind blows. 

Not always do those who dare such divine conflict 
prevail. Night after night the sweat of agony may 
barst dark on the forehead; the snpplicant may cry 
for mercy with that sonndless voice the soul utters 
when its appeal is to the Invisible. ''Spare my be- 
loved," it may implore. ''Heal my life's life. Rend 
Qot from me what long affection entwines with my 
v^hole nature. God of heaven — bend — hear — be 
ßlement!" And after this cry and strife, the sun may 
rise and see him worsted. That opening morn, which 
nsed to salute him with the whisper of zephyrs, the 
[»rol of skylarks, may breathe, as its first accents, from 
the dear Kps which colonr and heat have quitted, — 

"Oh! I have had a suflfering night. This mom- 
ing I am worse. I have tried to rise. I cannot. 
Dreams I am unused to have troubled me." 

Then the watcher approaches the patient's pillpw, 
and sees a new and stränge moulding of the familiär 
Teatures, feels at once that the insufferable moment 
draws nigh, knows that it is God's will his idol shall 
be broken, and bends his head, and subdues his 
BonI to the sentence he cannot avert, and scarce can 
bear. 

Happy Mrs. Pryor! She was still praying, un- 
conscious that the summejr sun hung above the hüls, 
when her chUä aofüy woke in her arm«. ^o^^iXft.^'Q&^ 
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unconscious moaning — Bonnd whick so wastes our 
strength that, even if we have swom to be firm, a 
nish of nnconquerable tears 8w;eeps away the oatb -* 
preceded her waking. No space of deaf apathy fol- 
lowed. The first words spoken were not those of one 
becoming estranged from this world, and already per- 
mitted to stray at times into reakns foreign to tbe 
living. Caroline evidently remembered with cleamess 
what had happened. 

'^Mama, I have slept so well. I only^dreamed and 
woke twice. 

Mrs. Frjor rose with a Start that her danghter 
might not see the joyful tears called into her eyes by 
that affectionate word ^^Mama," and the welcome as- 
surance that followed it. 

For many days the mother dared rejoice only with 
trembling. That first revival seemed like the flicker 
of a dying lamp: if the flame streamed up bright one 
moment, the next it sank dim in the socket. Ex- 
haustion followed close on excitement. 

There was always a touching endeavonr to appear 
better, bnt too often ability refused to second will; 
too often the attempt to bear up failed: the. efibrt to 
eat, to talk, to look cheerful, was unsnccessful. Many 
an hour passed, during which Mrs. Pryor feared that 
the chords of life could never more be strengthened, 
though the time of their breaking might be deferred. 

During this Space, the mother and daughter seemed 

left almost alone in the neighbourhood. It was the 

close of August: the weather was fine — that is to 

say, it "^as very dry and very dusty, for an arid wind 

Jiad been blowing from the east this month past: very 

cJoudlesSf too^ thougb a paVe \i«z.^^ ^t^tlonary in the 
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atmosphere, seemed to rob of all depth of töne the blue 
of heaven, of all freshness the verdure of earth, and of 
all glow the light of day. Almost every family in 
Briarfield was absent on an excursion. Miss Keeldar 
and her friends were at the sea-side; so were Mrs. 
Torke's household. Mr. Hall and Louis Moore, be-* 
tween whom a spontaneous intimacy seemed to have 
arisen, the result, probably, of harmony of views and 
temperament, were gone '^up north" on a pedestrian 
excursion to the Lakes. Even Hortense, who would 
fain have staid at home and aided Mrs. Pryor in nursing 
Caroline,, had been so earnestly entreated byMiss Mann 
to accotnpany her once more to Wormwood Wells, in 
the hope of alleviating sufferings greatly aggravated by 
the insalubrious weather, that she feit obliged to com- 
ply: indeed, it was not in her natüre to refuse a request 
that at once appealed to her goodness of heart, and-^ 
by a confession of dependency — flattered her amour- 
propre. As for Bobert, from Birmingham he had gone 
on to London, where he still sojoumed. 

So long as the breath of Asiatic deserts parched 
Caroline'a lips and fevered her veins, her physical con- 
valescence cou(d not keep pace with her returning mental 
tranquillity ; but there came . a day when the wind 
ceased to sob at the eastern gable of the Rectory , and 
^t the oriel window of the church. A little cloud like 
a man's band arose in the west; gusts from the same 
quarter drove it on and spread it wide; wet and tempest 
prevailed a while. When that was over the sun broke 
out genially, heaven regained its azure, and earth its 
green: the livid cholera-tint had vanished from the face 
of nature: the hills rose dear round the horizon, ab- 
solved from that pale malaria-baze. 



152 SHIBLET. 

Caroline's youth could now be of some avail to her, 
and 80 could her mother's nnrture: both — crowned 
byGod's blessing, sent in the pure west wind blowing 
soft as fresh through the ever-open Chamber lattice — 
rekindled her long-languishing energies. At last Mrs. 
Pryor saw that it was permitted to hope — a genuine, 
material convalescence had commenced. It was not 
merely Caroline's smile which was brighter, or her 
spirits which were cheered, but a certain look had 
passed from her face and eye — a look dread and in- 
describable, but which will easily be recalled by those 
who have watched the couch of dangerous disease. 
Long before the emaciated outlines of her aspect began 
to fill, or its departed colour to return, a more subtle 
change took place: all grew softer and warmer. Instead 
of a marble mask and glassy eye, Mrs. Pryor saw laid 
on the pillow a face pale and wasted enough, perhaps 
more haggard than the other appearance, but less aw- 
ful; for it was a sick, living girl — not a mere white 
mould, or rigid piece of statuary. 

Now, too, she was not always petitioning to drink. 
The words, "I am so thirsty," ceased to be her plaint 
Sometimes, when she had swallowed a morsel, she 
would say it had revived her: all descriptions of food 
were no longer equally distasteful; she could be in- 
duced, sometimes, to indicate a preference. With whaf 
trembling pleasure and anxious care did not her nurse 
prepare what was selected! How she watched her as 
she partook of it! 

Nour^shment brought strength« She could sit np. 

Then she longed to breathe the fresh air, to revisit her 

Towers, to see how the fruit had ripened. Her uncle, 

^wajre liberal j had bought a g|BJc4<^TL-c^lkaar for her ex- 
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press use: he carried Jier down in his own arms, and 
placed her in it himself , and William Farren was there 
to wheel her round the walks, to show her what he 
had done amongst her plants, to take her directionS for 
farther work. 

William and she fonnd plenty to talk abont: they 
had a dozen topics in common; interesting to them, 
unimportant to the rest of the world. They took a 
similar interest in animals, birds, insects, and plants: 
they held similar doctrines about humanity to the lower 
creation; and had a similar turn for minute Observation 
on points of natural history. The nest and prpceed- 
ings of some ground-bees, who had bnrrowed in the 
turf under an old cherry-tree, was one subject of in- 
terest; the haunts of certain hedge-sparrows, and the 
welfare of certain pearly eggs and callow fledglings, 
another. 

Had ''Chambers' Journal'' ezisted in those days, 
it would certainly have formed Miss Helstone's and 
Farren's favourite periodicaL She would have sub- 
scribed for it; and to him each number would duly 
have been lent: both would have put implicit faith, and 
found great savour in its marvellous anecdotes of animal 
sagacity. 

This is a digression; but it suffices to explain why 
Caroline would have no other band than William's to# 
guide her chair, and why hisjsociety and conversation 
sufficed to give interest to her garden-airings. 

Mrs. Pryor, Walking near, wondered how her 
danghter could be so much at ease with a ''man of 
the people." Ske found it impossible to speak to him 
otherwise than stiffly. She feit as if a great gulf lay 
between her caate and his; and l^&t to cxo^^ \X>^ ^x 
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meet him half-way, would be to^degrade berself. She 
gently asked Caroline, — 

''Are you not afraid, my dear, to converse with 
that person so unreservedly? He may presume and 
become troublesomely garrulous." 

"William presume, Mama? You don't know him. 
He neirer presumes: he is altogether too proud and 
sensitive to do so. William has very fine feelings." 

And Mrs. Fryor smiled sceptically at the naive no- 
tion of that rough-handed, rough-headed, fustian-clad 
clown having "fine feelings." 

Farren, for bis part, showed Mrs. Pryor only a 
very sulky brow. He knew when he was misjudged, 
and was apt to turn unmanageable to such as failed to 
give him bis due. 

The evening restored Caroline entirelyto bermother, 
and Mrs. Pryor liked the evening; for then, al,one with 
her daughter, no human shadow came between her and 
what she loved. During the day, she would have her 
stiff demeanour and cool moments, as Was her wont 
Between her and Mr. Heistone, a very respectful but 
most rigidly ceremonious intercourse was kept up: any- 
thing like familiarity would have bred contempt at once 
in one or both these personages; but by dint of strict 
civility and well-maintained distance, they got on very 
«moothly. 

Towards the servants, Mrs. Pryor's bearing was 
not uncourteous, but shy, freezing, ungenial. Ferhaps 
it was diffidßnce rather than pride which made her ap- 
pear so haughty; but, as was to be expected, Fanny 
and Eliza failed to make the distinction, and she was 
unpopulär with them accordingly. She feit the effect 
produced: it rendered her at lun^ dlä%ati8fled with her- 
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seif for faults she could not help; and with all eise, 
dejected, chill, and tacitum. 

This mood changed to Caroline's influence, and to 
that influence alone. The. dependent fondness of her 
nnrsling, the natnral affection of her child, came over 
her suavely: her frost feil away; her rigidity unbent: 
she grew smiling and pliant. Not that Caroline made 
any wordy profession of love — that would ill have 
suit^ Mrs. Pryor: she would have read therein the 
proof of insincerity; but she hung on her with easy 
dependenee; she confided in her with fearless reliance: 
these things contented the mother's heart. 

She liked to hear her daughter say, ''Mama, do 
this." ''Flease, Mama, fetch me that" ''Mama, read 
to me." "Sing a llttle, Mama." 

Nobody eise — not one living thing — had ever so 
claimed her Services, so looked for help at her band. 
Other people were always more or less reserved and 
stiff with her, as' she was reserved and stiff with them; 
other people betrayed consciousness of, and annoyance 
at her weak points: Caroline no more showed such 
wounding sagacity or reproachful sensitiveness now, 
than she had done when a suckling of three months old. 

Yet Caroline could find fault. Blind to the con- 
stitutional defects that were incurable, she had her eyes 
Wide ppen to the acquired habits that were susceptible* 
of remedy. On certain points she would quite artlessly 
lectnre her parent; and that parent, instead of being 
hurt, feit a Sensation of pleasure in discovering that the 
girl dared lecture.her; that she was so much at home 
with her. 

"Mama, I am determined you shallr not wear that 
old gown any more; its fashion is not b^ois^%\ '^^& 
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too strait in the skirt. You shall put on your black 
silk everj afternoon; in.that jou look nice: it suits 
you; and you shall have a black satin dress for Sun- 
days — a real satiui — not a satinet or any of the 
shams. And, Mama, when you get the new one, mind 
you must wear it." 

'^My dear, I thought of the black silk serving me 
as a best dress for many years yet, and I wished to 
buy you several things." 

^^ Nonsense, Mama: my uncle gives me cash to get 
what I want: you know he is generous enongh; and I 
have set my heart on seeing you in a black satin. 
Get it soon, and let it be made by a dress-maker of 
iny recommending; let me choose the pattern. You 
always want to disguise yourself like a grandmother: 
you would persuade^one Üiat you are old and ugly, — 
not at all! On the contrary, when well dressed and 
cheerful, you are very comely indeed. Your smile is 
so pleaaant, your teeth are so white, your hair is still 
such a pretty light colour. And then you speak like 
a young lady, with such a clear, fine tone, and you 
sing better than any young lady I ever heard. Why 
do you wear such dresses and bonnets, Mama, such as 
nobody eise ever wears?" 

"Does it annoy you, Caroline?" 

"Very much: it vexes me even. People say you 

are miserly; and yet you are not, for you give liberally 

to the poor and to religious societies: though your 

gifts are conveyed so secretly and quietly, that they 

, are known to few except the receivers. But I will be 

your lady's-maid myself: when I get a little stronger 

/ will set to work, and you must be good, Mama, and 

do as I bid you." 
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And Caroline, sitting near her mother, rearranged 
her muslin handkerchief, and resmooth^d her hair. 

'^My own Mama," then she went on, as if pleasing 
herseif with the thought of their relationship, ^'who 
belongs to me, and to whom I belong! I am a rieh 
girl now: I have something I can love well, and not 
be afraid of loving. Mama, who gave you this little 
broach? Let me unpin it and look at it." 

Mrs. Prjor, who nsu^lly shrank from meddling 
fingers and near approach, allowed the license com- 
placently. 

"Did papa give you this, Mama?" 

"My sister gave it me, — my only sister, Cary. 
Would that your aant Caroline had lived to see her 
niece I " 

"Have you nothing of papa's? — no trinket, no gift 
of his?" • 

"I have one thing." 

"That you prize?" 

"That I prize." 

"Valuable and pretty?" 

"Invaluable and sweet to me." 

"Show it, Mama. Is it here or at Fieldhead?" 

"It is talking to me now, leaning on me: its arms 
are round me." 

"Ah, Mamal you mean yonr teazing daughter, who 
will never let you alone; who, when you go into your 
room, cannot help running to seek for you ; who foUows 
you up stairs and down, like a dog." 

"Whose features still give me such a Strange thrill 
sometimes. I half fear your fair looks yet, child." 

"You don't; you can't. Mama, I am sorry ^aiga 
was not good: I do so wish lie liad b^en. N^\^ä\äsä 
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.spoils and poisons all pleasant things: it kills love. 
If jou aad I thought eacb other wicked, we could not 
love each other, could we?" 

"And if we could not trust each other, Cary?" 

"How miserable we should be! Mother, before I 
knew you, I had an apprehension that you were not 
good, that I could not esteem you: that dread damped 
my wish to see you; and now my heart is elate be- 
cause I find you perfect, — almost; kind, clever, nice. 
Your sole fault is that you are old-fashioned, and of 
that I shall eure you. Mama, put your work down: 
read to me. I like your southem accent: it is so pure, 
so soft. It has no rugged burr, no nasal twang, such 
as almost every one's voice here in the north has. My 
uncle and Mr. Hall say that you are a fine reader, 
Mama. Mr. Hall said he never heard any lady read 
with such propriety of expression, or purity of accent." 

"I wish I could reciprocate the compliment, Gary; 
but really, the first time I heard your truly excellent 
friend read and preach, I could not understand his 
broad, northern tongue." 

^^ Could you understand me, Mama? Did I seem 
to speak roughly?" 

"No: I almost wished you had, as I wished you 
had looked unpolished. Tour father, Caroline, natu- 
rally spoke well; quite other wise than your worthy 
uncie: correctly, gently, smoothly. You inherit the gift." 

"Poor |)apa! When he was so agreeable, why was 
he not good?" 

"Why, he was as he was — and, happily, of that 
you, child, can form no conception — I cannot teil: it 
is a deep mystery. The key is in the handa of bis 
Maker; liiere I leave it," 
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''Mama, you will keep stitching, stitching away: 
put down the sewing; I am an enemy to it. It cumbers 
your lap, and I want it for my head: it engages your 
eyes, and I want them for a book. Here is your fa- 
vourite — Cowper." 

These importunities were the motlier's pleasure. If 
ever she delayed compliance, it was only to hear them 
repeated, and to enjoy her child's soft, half-playful, 
bsdf-petulant urgency. And then, when she yielded, 
Caroline would say, archly, — 

''You will spoil me, Mama. I always thought I 
should like to be spoiled, and I find it very sweet." 

So did Mrs. Pryor. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Old copy=-books. 

Bt the time the Fieldhead parfy retarned to ] 
field, Caroline was nearly well. Miss Keeldar, 
had received news by post of her friend's convalesi 
hardly suffered an hour to elapse between her a 
at home and her first call at the Rectory. 

A shower of rain was falling genüy yet fast c 
late flowers and russet autumn shrubs, whei 
garden-wicket was heard to swing open, and Shi 
well-known form passed the window. On her enti 
her feelings were evinced in her own peculiar fai 
When deeply moved, by serious fears or joys, sh 
not gamilous. The strong emotion was rarely su 
to influence her tongue; and even her eye' refiu 
more than a furtive and fitful conquest. She 
Caroline in her arms, gave her one look, one kiss. 
Said: — 

"You are better." 

And a minute after, — "I see you are safe 
but take care. God grant your health may be 
on to sustain no more shocks!" 

She proceeded to talk fluenüy abont the joi 
In the midst of vivacious discourse, her eye still wac 
to Caroline: there spoke in its light a deep solle 
some trouble, and some amaze. 

"SAe may be better /' it said; "but how wea 
ßtiU 18 1 What peril slie haa coiöä ^kcoxighl" 
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Saddenly her glance reverted to Urs. Pryor: it 
pierced her through. 

"When will mj govemess retnrn to me?'' ehe asked. 

'^May I tall her all?*' demanded Caroline of her 

mother. Leave heing signified by a gesture, Shirlej 

was presently enlightened on what had happened in 

ber absenoe. 

"Very good!" waa the cool comment "Very 
good! Bat it XB no news to me." 
"What! Did you know?" 

"I guessed long since the whole business. I have 

beard somewhat of Mrs. Pryor'a hiatory -^ not from 

herseif, bat from others. With every detail of Mr. James 

Bebtone's career and character, I waa acqaainted: an 

aftemoon's sitting and eonversation with Miss Mann 

had rendered me familiär therewith: also he is one of 

Urs. Yorke's warning-examplea *— one of the blood-red 

lights ahe hangs out to acare yonng ladies from matri- 

mony. I believe I shoold have been sceptical about 

the truth of the portrait traced by sach fingers — both 

theae ladiea take a dark pleasore in offering to view the 

dark aide of life — bat I qnestioned Mr. Yorke on the 

subject, and he said, — 'Shirley, my woman, if you 

want to know aught about yond' Jamea Heistone, I can 

only say he was a man-tiger. He was handaome, dis- 

solute, soft, treacherous, courteous, cruel — ' Don*t 

cry, Gary; we'll say no more about iV* 

'^I am not crying, Shirley; or if I am, it is nothin^ 
— go on: you are no friend If you withhold from me 
the truth: I hate that falsa plan of disguising, muti- 
lating the truth." 

^^Fortunately, I have said pretty nearl^ all Ihal 1 
hsve to ßajr, except that your pn^Xa YmxA^ ^j^'o&x^fift^ 

Shiriey. If. YV 
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Mr. Yorke's words: for he too scorns a lie, and deals 
in none of tliose conventional subterfuges that are 
shabbier than lies." 

'^But papa is dead: they should let him alone 
now." 

'••They should — and we will let him alone. Gry 
away, Gary, it will do you good: it is wrong to check 
natural tears; besides, I choose to please myself by 
sharing an idea that at this moment beams in your 
mother's eye while she looks at you: every drop blots 
out a sin. Weep — your tears have the virtue J7hich 
the rivers of Damascus lacked: like Jordan, they can 
cleanse a leprous memory." 

'^ Madam," she continued, addressing Mrs. Fryor, 
^'did you think I could be daily in the habit of seeing 
you and your daughter together — marking your mar- 
Tellous similarity in many points — observing, pardon 
nie — your irrepressible emotions in the presence and 
still more in the absence of your child, and not form 
my own conjectures? I formed them, |md they are 
literally correct. I shall begin to think myself shrewd." 

"And you said nothing?" observed Caroline, who 
soon regained the quiet control of her feelings. 

"Nothing. I had no Warrant to breathe a word on 
the subject. My business it was not: I abstained from 
making it such." 

"You guessed so deep a secret, and did not hint 
that you guessed it?" 

"Is that so difficult?" 

"It is not like you." 

"How do you know?" 

"You are not reserved. You are frankly com- 
mnaicative.^* 



OLD C0PT-B00K8* 163 

^^I may be communicative, yet know wbcre to stop. 
[n showing my treasure, I may withhold a gern or two 
— a curious, unbought, graven stone — an amulet, of 
Virhose mystic glitter I rarely permit even myseU a 
^limpse. Grood-day." 

Caroline thus seemed to get a view of Sbirley's 
character under a novel aspect Ere long, tbe prospect 
was renewed: it opened upon her. 

No sooner bad sbe regained sufficient strengtfa to 
bear a cbange of scene — tbe excitement of a little 
Society — than Miss Keeldar sued daily for her pre- 
sence at Fieldhead. Wbether Shirley bad become 
virearied of her bonoured relatives, is not known: she 
üd not say sbe was; but sbe claimed and retained Ca- 
roline with an eagernöss which proved tbat an addition 
to tbat worsbipfal Company was not unwelcome. 

Tbe Sympsons were Cbureb people: of course, tbe 
Rector's niece was received by tbem with courtesy. 
Mr. Sympson proved to be a man of spotless respecta- 
bility, worrying temper, pious principles, and worldly 
dews; bis lady was a very good woman, patient, kind, 
well-bred. Sbe bad been brougbt up on a narrow 
System of views — starved on a few prejudices : a mere 
bandful of bitter berbs; a few preferences, soaked tili 
tbeir natural flavour was extracted, and with no season- 
ing added in tbe cooking; some excellent principles, 
made up in a stiff raised-crust of bigotry, difficult to 
digest: far too submissive was she to complain of tbis 
diet, or to ask for a cramb beyond it. 

Tbe dangbters were an example to tbeir sex. They 
were tall, with a Roman nose a-piece. They bad been 
educated faultlessly. All they did was well done. 
Hi8toj7> and the most solid bookß^YvaÖL cv3\V\n^\ää: ^^\s^ 
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minds. Principles and opimons thej possessed wfaich 
could not be mended. More exaeüy-regolated lives, 
leelings, manners, habits, it would have been difficult 
Co find anywhere. They knew bj heart a certain 
young-ladies'-school-room code oi laws on langnage, 
demeanour, <&c.; th^nselves never deviated (rom its 
corioos little pragmatical provisions; and they regarded 
witfa Beeret, whispered horror, all deviations in others. 
The Abomination of Desolation was no mysterj to 
them: tiiey had diseovered that unutterable Thing in 
the diaracteristic others call Origiaality. Quick were 
they to recognise the signs of this evil; and wherevw 
they saw its trace — whether in look, word, or deed; 
whether they read it in ihß fresh, vigorous style of a 
foook, or listened to it in interesti^g, unhac^neyed, 
pure, expressive language — they shuddered — they 
recoiled: danger was above their heads — peril about 
their Steps. What was this stränge Thing? Being un- 
intelligible, it must be bad. Let it be denounced and 
ehained up. 

Henry Sympson — the only son, and yonngest child 
of the färnUy — was a boy of fifteen. He generally 
kept with bis tutor; when he left him, he sought his 
coiisin Shirley. This boy difiered from his sist^«: he 
was little, lame, and pale; his large eyes shone some» 
what languidly in a wan orbit: they were, indeed, 
usually rather dim — but th^ were capable of illnmi- 
nation: attimes, they could not only shine, but blaze: 
in ward emotion could likewise give colour to his cheek 
and deeision to his crippled movements. Henry's* 
mother loved him; she thought his pecuUarities were a 
mark of electi(Mi: he was not like other ohildren, she 
allowed; ahe belieTed bim Teg<Qiiiest%lA — a new Samuel 
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— called of God from his birth: he was to be a cl^gy- 
man. Mr. and the Misses Sympson , not understanding 
ihe jouthy let him much alone. Shirley made him her 
pet; and he made Shirley his playmate. 

In the midst of this family-circle — or rather out* 
aide it — moved the tutor — the satellite. 

Tea: Louis Moore was a satellite of the house of 
Sympson: connected, yet apart; ever attendant — ever 
distant. Each member of tbat correct family treated 
him with proper dignity. The father was austerely 
civil, sometimes irritable; the mother, being a kind 
woman, was attentive, but formal; the daughters saw 
in him an abstraction, not a man, It seemed, by their 
manner, ihat their brother's tutor did not live for 
them, They were learned: so was he — but not for 
them. They were accomplished: he had talents too, 
imperceptible to their senses. The most spirited sketch 
from his fingers was a blank to their eyes; the most 
original Observation from his Ups feil unheard on 
their ears. Nothing could exceed the propriety of their 
behaviour. 

I should have said, nothing could have equalled it; 
but I remembered a fact which strangely astonished 
Caroline Heistone. It was — to discover that her 
Cousin had absolutely no sympathizing friend at Field- 
head: that to Miss Keeldar he was as much a mere 
teacher, as little a gentleman, as little a man, as to 
the estimable Misses Sympson. 

What had befallen the kind-hearted Shirley that 
she should be so indifferent to the dreary position of 
a fellow-creature thus isolated under her roof? She 
was not, perhaps, haughty to him, but she never no- 
ticed him: she lot bim alone. He came «xä. ^^\)X^ 
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spoke or was silent, and she rarely recognised his 
existence. 

As to Louis Moore himself, be had the air of a 
man used to this life, and who had made up bis mind 
to bear it for a time. His faculties seemed walled up 
in bim, and were utimurmuring in their captivity. He 
never laughed; be seldom smiled; he was uncomplain- 
ing. He fulfilled the round of his duties scrupulously. 
His pupil loved him; he asked nothing möre than ci- 
vility from the rest of the world. It even appeared 
that be would accept nothing more: in that abode at 
least; for when bis cousin Caroline made gentle over- 
tures of friendship, he did not encourage them; he 
rather avoided than sought her. One living thing 
alone, besides his pale, crippled scbolar, he fondled in 
the house, and that was the ruffianly Tartar; who, 
sullen and impracticable to others, acquired a ^gular 
partiality for bim : a partiality so marked that some- 
times, when Moore, summoned to a meal, entered 
the room and sat down unweleomed, Tartar would rise 
from his lair at Shirley's feet, and betake himself to 
the taciturn tutor. Once — but once — she noticed the 
desertion; and holding out her white band, and speak- 
ing softly, tried to coax him back. Tartar looked, 
slavered, and sighed, as his manner was, but yet 
disregarded the invitation, and coolly settled himself 
on bis baunches at Louis Moore's side. That gen- 
tleman drew the dog's big, black-muzzled head on to 
bis knee, patted bim, and smiled one little smile to 
himself. 

An acute observer might have remarked, in the 

course of the same evening, that after Tartar had re- 

aamed his allegiance to S\iir\ey, «üd vras once more 
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couched near her foot-stool, the audacious tutor by 
one word and gesture fascinated him again. He prlcked 
up his ears at the word; he started erect at the gesture, 
and came, with head lovingly depressed, to receive the 
expeeted caress: as it was given, the significant smile 
again rippled across Moore's quiet face. 



"Shirley," said Caroline, one day, as they two 
were sitting alone in the summer-house , "did you 
know that my cousin Louis was tutor in your uncle's 
family before the Sympsons came down here?" 

Shirley's reply was not so prompt as her responses 
.usually were, but at last she answered, — , 

"Yes, — of course: I knew it well." 

"I thought you must have been aware of the cir- 
cumstance." 

"Well! what then?" 

''It puzzles me to guess how it chanced that you 
never mentioned it to me." 

"Why should it puzzle you?" 

"It seems odd. I cannot account for it. You talk 
a great deal, - — you talk freely. How was that cir- 
cumstance never touched on?" 

"Because it never was," and Shirley laughed. 

"You are a Singular being!" observed her friend: 
"I thought I knew you quite well: I begin to find 
myself mistaken. You were silent as the grave about 
Mrs. Pryor; and now, again, here is another secret. 
But why you made it a secret is the mystery to me." 

"I never made it a secret:'! had no reason for so 
doing. If you had asked^ me who Henry's tutor was, 
1 would have told you: besides, I thougj^t ^o\Sl%äw«" 
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"I am pu2zled about more things tban one in this 
matter: you don't like poor Louis, — why? Are you 
impatient at what you perliaps consider bis servile 
Position? Do you wisb tbat Robert's brotber were 
more bigbly placed?" 

''Robertos brotber, indeed!" was tbe exclamation, 
uttered in a tone like tbe accents of scorn; and, witb 
a movement of proud impatience, Sbirley snatcbed 
a rose from a brancb peeping tbrougb tbe open 
lattioe. 

"Yes," repeated Caroline, with mild firmness; 
"Robert's brotber. He is tbus closely related to 
Gerard Moore of tbe Holiow, tbougb nature bas not 
given bim features so bandsome, or an air so noble a^ 
bis kinsman; but bis blood is as good, and be is as 
mucb a gentleman , were be free." 

"Wise, bumble, pious Caroline!" exclaimed Sbir- 
ley, ironically. "Men and angels, bearber! We sbould 
not despise piain features, nor a laborious yet bonest 
occupation, sbould we? Look at tbe subjeet of your 
panegyric, — be is tbere in tbe garden," sbe continued, 
pointing tbrougb an aperture in tbe clustering creepers; 
and by tbat aperture Louis Moore was visible, comiog 
slowly down tbe walk. 

"He is not ugly, Sbirley," pleaded Caroline; "be 
is not ignoble; be is sad: silence seals bis mind; but 
I believe bim to be intelligent; aM be certain, if he 
bad not sometbing very commendaWe in bis dispo- 
sition, Mr. Hall would never seek rae society as be 
does." \ 

Sbirley langbed: sbe laugbed again; eaob time with 

a sligbtly sarcastic sound. "Well, wellv" was her 

comment "On tbe plea of tbe man being Cyril Hall's 
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friend, and Robert Moore's brother, we'll just tolerate 
his existence — won't we, Gary? You believe him to 
be intelligent,, do you? Not quite an idiot — eh? Some- 
thing commendable in his disposition! id est, not an 
absolute ruffian. Good! Tour representations have 
weiglit with me; and to prove that ^hey have, should 
he come this way I will speak to him." 

He approached the summer-house: uncohscious that 
it was tenanted, he sat down on the Step. Tartar, 
now his customary companion, had foUowed him, and 
he couched across his feet. 

"Old boy!'* Said Louis, puUing his tawny ear, or 
rather the mutilated remains of that organ, torn and 
chewed in a hundred battles, 'Hhe autumn sun shines 
as pleasantly on us as on the fairest and riebest. This 
garden is none of ours, but we enjoy its greenness 
and perftime, don't we?" 

He sat silent, still caressing Tartar, who slobbered 
with exceeding affection. A faint twittering com- 
menced among the trees round: something fluttered 
down as light as leaves: they were little birds, which 
lighting on the sward at shy distance, hopped as if ex- 
pectant. 

^^The small brown elves actually remember that I 
fed them the other day," again soliloquized Louis. 
"They want some more biscuit: to-day, I forgot to 
save a fragment. Eager little Sprites, I have not a 
cramb for you." ^ 

He put his band in his pocket and drew it out 
empty. 

^^A want easily supplied," whispered the listening 
Miss Eeeldar. 

She took from her reticule a moTft^l o\ «NR^^\r^"^^\ 
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for that repository was never destitute of ^something 
available to throw to the chickens, young ducks, or 
sparrows; she crumbled it, and bending over bis 
Shoulder, put the crumbs into bis band, 

"Tbere," said she; "there is a Providence for the 
improvident." 

"This Semptember aftemoon is pleasant," observed 
Louis Moore, as — not at all discomposed — he calmly 
cast the crumbs on to the grass. 

"Even for you?" 

"As pleasant for me as for any monarch." 

"You take a sort of harsh, solitary triumph in 
drawing pleasure out of the elements, and the inani- 
mate and lower animate creation." 

" Solitary, but not harsh. With animals I feei I 
am Adam's son: the heir of bim to whom dominion 
was given over 'every living thing that moveth upon 
the earth/ Your dog likes and follows me; when I 
go into that yard, the pigeous from your dove-cot flut- 
ter at my feet; your mare in the stähle knows me as 
well as it^ knows you, and obeys me better." 

"And my roses smell sweet to you, and my trees 
give fon shade." 

"And," continued Louis, "no caprice can with- 
draw these pleasures from me: they are mine.^^ 

He walked oflf: Tartar followed bim, as if in duty 
and aflection bound, and Shirley remained Standing on 
the summer-house Step. Caroline saw her face as she 
looked after the rüde tutor: it was pale, as if her pridc 
bled inwardly. 

"You See," remarked Caroline, apologetically, 
"bis feelings are so often hurt, it makes bim morose." 

^'You See," retorted Shirley, with ire, "he is a 
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topic on which you and I shall quarrel if we discoss 
it often; so drop it heooeforward and for ever." 

''I suppose he has more than once behaved in this 
I way," thought Caroline to herseif; ^'and that renders 
Shirley so distant to him: yet I wonder she cannot 
make allowance for character and circnmstances : I 
wonder the general modesty, manliness, sincerity of 
bis natare, do not plead with her in bis behalf. She 
is not often so inconsiderate — so irritable." 



The verbal testimony of two friends of Caroline*8 
to her consin's character augmented her favonrable 
opinion of him. William Farren, whose cottage he 
had visited in Company with Mr. Hall, pronounced 
him a ^^real gentleman:" there was not such another 
in Briarfield: he — William — "could do aught for 
that man. And then to see how t' baims liked him, 
and how t' wife took to him first minnte she saw him : 
he never went into a house bat t' childer wor about 
him directly: them little things wor like as if they'd 
a keener sense nor grown-up folks i' Unding out folks* 
natures." 

Mr. Hall, in answer to a question of Miss Hei- 
stone's, as to what he thought of Louis Moore, replied 
promptly, that he was the best fellow he had met with 
since he left Cambridge. 

'^But he \b so grave," objected Caroline. 

^'Graye! The finest Company in the world! Füll 
of odd, quiet, out-of-the-way humour. Never enjoyed 
an excursion so much in my life as the one I took 
with him to the Lakes, His understaiiäm^ «sA V^sXsäs^ 
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are so superior, it does a man good to be within tbeir 
influence; and as to bis temper and nature, Icall tbem 
fine." 

*'At Fieldbead be looks gloomy, and, I believe, has 
tbe cbaracter of being misantbropical." 

^^Obl I fancy be is ratber ont of place tbere — in 
a false position. Tbe Sjmpsons are most estimable 
people, but not tbe folks to comprebend bim: tbey 
tbink a great deal about form and ceremonj, wbidi 
are quite out of Louis's way." 

^^I don't tbink Miss Keeldar likes bim." 

"Sbe doesn't know bim — sbe doesn't know bim; 
otberwise, sbe bas sense enougb to do justice to bis 
merits." 

''Well, I suppose sbe doesn't know bim," mused 
Caroline to berself, and by tbis bypotbesis sbe en- 
deavoured to account for wbat seemed eise unacconnt- 
able. But sucb simple Solution of tbe difficulty was 
not left ber long: sbe was obliged to refuse Miss Keel- 
dar even tbiis negative excuse for ber prejudice. 

One day sbe cbanced to be in tbe scbool-room with 
Henry Sympson, wbose amiable and affectionate dis- 
position bad quickly recommended bim to ber regard. 
Tbe boy was busied about some mecbanical con- 
trivance: bis lameness made bim fond of sedentary 
occupation: be began to ransack bis tutor's desk for a 
piece of wax, or twine, necessary to bis work. Moore 
bappened to be absent Mr. Hall, indeed, bad called for 
bim to take a long walk. Henry could not immediately 
find tbe object of bis searcb: be mmmaged oompart- 
ment after compartment; and, at last openiog an inner 
drawer, be came upon — not a ball of cord, or-vi 
lump of ibees'- wax — but a little bündle of sn^ 
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marble-coloured cahiers, tied wiüi tape. Henry looked 
at them: — 

^^What rubbish Mr« Moore Stores np in bis desk!" 
be Said: *^I bope be won't keep my old ezerdses so 
carefally." 

"Wbat iß it?" 

"Old copy-books." 

He tbrew tbe bnndle to Caroline. Tbe packet 
looked so neat extemally, ber coriofflty was excited 
to See its contents. 

"If ibey are only copy-books, I suppose I may 
open them?'* 

^*Ob! yes; quite freely. Mr. Moore's desk is balf 
mine — for be lets me keep all sorts of tbings in it 
— and I give you leave.'* 

On scratiny, tbey proved to be Frencb eomposi- 
tions, written in a bimd peeuliar but compact, and 
ezquisitely dean and dear. Tbe writing was re- 
cognlsable: sbe scarcely needed tbe furtber evidence (A 
tbe name dgned at tbe dose of eacb tbesne, to tdl ber 
wbose tbey wbei^ Yet tbat name astonisbed ber: 
"Sbirley Xeeldar, Sympson Grove, — sbire" (a 
soutbern county), and a date four years back. 

Sbe tied up tbe packet, and beld it in ber band, 
meditating over it. Sbe baH feit as if , in opening it, 
sbe bad violaied a confidenee. 

"Tbey are Sbirley's, you see,** said Henry, care- 
lesfify. 

"Did you glve tbem to Mr. Moore? Sbe wrote 
tbem w^ Mrs. Pryor, I suppose?" 

"Sbe wrote tbem in my scbool-room at Sympson 
Grove, wben sbe lived witb us tbere. Mr. Moore 
tangbt ber Frencb: it is bis native langaag^." 
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"I know ..... Was she a good pupil, Henry?" 

"She,was a wild, laughing thing, but pleasant to 
have in the room: she made lesson-time charming. She 
l^arned fast — you could hardly teil when or how. 
French was nothing to her: she spoke it quick — 
quick; as quick as Mr. Moore himself." 

"Was she obedient? Did she give trouble?" 

"She gave plenty of trouble in a way: she was 
giddy, but I liked her. I 'm desperately fond of 
Shirley." 

^^Desperately fond » — you small simpleton! You 
don't know what you say." 

"I am desperately fond of her: she is the light of 
my eyes: I said so to Mr. Moore last night*' 

"He would reprove you for speaking with ezagge- 
ration." 

"He didn't. He never reproves and reproves, as 
girls' governesses do. He was reading, and he only 
smiled into bis book, and said that if Miss Keeldar 
was no more than that, she was less than he took her 
to be; for I was but a dim-eyed, short-sighted, little 
chap. I 'm afraid I am a poor unfortunate, Miss Ca- 
roline Heistone. I am a cripple, you know." 

"Never mind, Henry, you are a very nice little 
fellow; and if God has not given you health and 
strength, he has given you a good disposition, and an 
excellent heart and brain." 

"I shall be despised. I sometimes think both Shir- 
ley and you despise me." 

"Listen, Henry. Grenerally, I don't like sdiool- 

boys: I have a great horror of them. They seem to 

me little ruffians, who take an unnatural delight in 

killing and tormenting bitd») «ad insects, and kittens, 
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and whatever is weaker than themselves; but you are 
so different, I am quite fond of you. You have 
almost as much sense as a man (far more, God wot," 
sfae muttered to herseif, '^than many men); you are 
fond of reading, and you can talk sensibly about what 
you read." 

''I am fond of reading. I know I have sense, and 
I know I have feeling.^' 

Miss Keeldar here entered. 

"Henry," she said, "I have brought your lunch 
here: I shall prepare it for you myself." 

She placed on the table a glass of new milk, a 
plate of something which looked unlike leather, and 
an Utensil which resembled a toasting-fork. 

"What are you two about," she eontinued, "ran- 
sacking Mr. Moore*s desk?" 

"Looking at your old copy-books," returned Ca- 
roline. 

"My old copy-books?" 

"French exercise-books. Look here! They must 
be held precious: they are kept carefully." 

She showed the bündle. Shirley snatched it up. 

"Did not know one was in existence," she said. 
"I thought the whole lot had long since lit the kitchen- 
fire, or curled the maid's hair at Sympson Grove. What 
made you keep them, Henry?" 

"It is not my doing: I should not have thought 
of it: it never entered my head to suppose copy-books 
of value. Mr. Moore put them by in the inner drawer 
of his desk : perhaps he forgot them." 

"C'est ceia; he forgot them, no doubt," echoed 
Shiiiey.' "They are extremely well written," she ob- 
served, complacentl/. 
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"What a giddy girl you were, Shirley, in those 
days! I rem&mber you so well: a slim, light creatare 
whom, though you were so tall, I could lift off the 
floor. I See you with your long, countless curls on 
your Shoulders, cuid your Streaming säsh« You used 
to make Mr. Moore lively, that ia, at first: I believe 
you grieved him after a wbile." 

Shirley turned the closely written pages and said 
nothing. Presently she observed, "That was written 
one winter afternpon. It was a description of a snow- 



seene." 



"I remember," said Henry; "Mr. Moore, when he 
read it, cried 'voilä. le Fran^ais gagn^I' He said it 
was well done. Afterwards you made him draw, in 
sepia, the laadscape you described." 

"You have not forgotten then, Hai?" 

"Not at all. We were all scolded that day for not 
Coming down to tea when called. I can remember my 
tutor sitting at bis easel, and you Standing behind him, 
holding the candle, and watcbing him draw the snowy 
cliff, the pine, the deer couched under it, and the half- 
moon hung above." 

"Where are bis drawings, Harry? Caroline shoidd 
See them." 

"In bis portfolio; but it is padlocked: he has the 
key." 

"Afik him for it when he comes in." 

"You should ask him, Shirley; you are shy of him 
now: you are grown a proud lady to him, I notice that" 

"Shirley, you are a real enigma," whispered Caro- 
line in her ear. "What queer diseoveries I make day 
hy day now! I, who thought I had your coilfidence. 
InexpUcable creature! even this boy reproves you." 
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*'I have forgotten 'Auld Langsyne,' you see, Harry," 
Said Miss Keeldar, answeriog young Sympson, and not 
heeding Caroline. 

"Which you never should have done. You don't 
deserve to be a man's moming star, if you have so 
Short a memory." 

^^A man's morning star indeed! and by 'a man,' 
is meant your worshipful seif, I suppose? Come, drink 
your new milk while it is warm." 

The young cripple rose and iimped towards the 
fire: he had left his crutch near the mantelpiece. 

'^My poor lame darling!" murmured Shirley, in her 
Boftest Toiee, aiding him. 

"Whether do you like me or Mr. Sam Wynne 
best, Shirley?" inquired the boy, as she settled him 
in an arm-chair. 

"Oh, Harry! Sam Wynne is my aversion: you are 
my pet" 

"Me or Mr. Malone?" 

"You again, a thousand times." 

"Yet, they are great whiskered fellows, six feet 
high each." 

"Whereas, as long as you live, Harry, you will 
never be anything more than a little pale lamenter«'' 

"Yes, I know." 

"You need not be sorrowful. Have I not often 
told you who was almost as little, as pale, as suffering 
as you, and yet potent as a giant, and brave as a 
Hon?" 

"Admiral Horatio?" 

"Admiral Horatio, Viscount Nelson, and Duke of 
Bronti: great at heart as a Titan; gallant and heroic 
as all the world and age of chivalry*, \e&^t»c ^\ ^^ 
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might of England; Commander of her strength on the 
deep; hurler of her thunder over the flood." 

''A great man: but I am not warlike, Shirley: and 
jet my mind is so restless, I burn daj and night — 
fof what — I can hardlj teil — to be — to do — to 
suffer, I think." 

"Harry, it is your mind, which is stronger and 
older than your frame, that troubles you. It is a 
captive. It lies in physical bondage. But it will work 
its own redemption yet Study carefully, not only 
books but the world. You love nature; love her with- 
out fear. Be patient — wait the course of time. You 
will not be a soldier or a sailor, Henry; but, if you 
live, you will be — listen to my propheoy — you will 
be an author — perhaps, a poeU" 

"An author! It is a flash — a flash of light to me! 
I Mrill -^ I Willi I '11 write a book that I may dedi- 
cate it to you." 

"You will write it, that you may give your soul 
its natural release. Bless me! what am I saying? more 
than I understand, I beüeve, or can make good. Here, 
Hai; here is your toasted oat-eake — eat and live!** 

"Willinglyl" Here cried a voice outside the open 
window, "I know that fragrance of meal bread. Miss 
Keeldar, may I come in and partake?'* 

"Mr. Hall" (it was Mr. Hall, and with him was 
Louis Moore, retnmed from their walk), "there is a 
proper luncheon laid out in the dimng-room, and there 
are proper people seated round it: you may join that 
Society and share that fare if you please; but if your 
ill-regulated tastes lead you to prefer ill-regulated pro- 
' ceedmgBj step in here, and do as we do." 

^^J i^ptove the pertume, «Ji^ tVist^lot« ahall suficr 



I 
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myself to be kd by the nose," returned Mr. Hall, who 
presently entered, accompanied by Louis Moore. That 
gentleman*s eye feil od his desk, pillaged. 

"Burglars!" said he. "Henry, you merit the 
fenile." 

"Give it ta Shirley and Caroline — they did it," 
was alleged with more attention to effect than truth. 

"Traitor and false witness!" cried both the girls. 
"We never laid hands on a tbing, except in the spirit 
of laudable inquiry." 

"Exactly so," said Moore, with his rare smile. 
"And what have you ferreted out, in your 'spirit of 
laudable inquiry?' " 

He perceived the inner drawer open. 
This is empty," said he. "Wha has taken — ?" 

"Here! here!" Caroline hastened to say; and she 
restored the little packet to its place. He shut it up; 
he locked it in with a small key attached to his watch- 
guard; he restored the other papers to order, closed 
the repository, and sat down without further remark. 

"I thought you would bare scolded much more, 
Sir," said Henry. "The girls deserve reprimand." 

"I leave them to their own consciences." 

"It accuses them of crimes intended as weH as per- 
petrated, Sir. If I had not been here, they would 
have treated your portfolio as they have done your 
desk; but I told them it was padlocked." 

"And will you have lunch with us?" here inter- 
posed Shirley, addressing Moore, and desirous, as it 
Beemed, to tum the conversation. 

"Certainly, if I may." 

'^'You will be restricted to- new milk and Yorkshire 
oat-cak&^" 
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"Va — pour le laitiraisl" said Louis. "But for 
your oat-cake — !" and he made a grimace. 

''He cannot eat it," said B!enry: "he thinks it is 
like bran, raised with sour yeast." 

'' Come, then, by special dispensation, we will allow 
him a few cracknels; but nothing less homely." 

The ho'stess rang the bell and gave her frugal 
Orders, which were presently executed. She herseif 
measured out Ihe milk, and distributed the bread round 
the cozy circle now enclosing . the bright little Bchool- 
room fire. She then took the post of toaster-general; 
and kneeling on the rüg, fork in band, fulfiUed her 
Office with dexterity. Mr. Hall, who relished any 
homely Innovation on ordinary usages, and to whom 
the husky oat-cake was from qustom suave as manna — 
seemed in bis best spirits. He talked and laughed 
gleefuUy — now with Caroline, whom he had fixed by 
bis side, now with Shirley, and again with Louis Moore. 
And Louis met him in congenlal spirit: he did not 
laugh much, but he uttered in the quietest tone the 
wittiest things. Gravely spoken sentences, marked by 
unexpected turns and a quite fresh flavour and poig- 
nancy, feil easily from bis lips. He proved himself to 
be — what Mr. Hall had said he was — excellent 
Company. Caroline marvelled at bis humour, but still 
more at bis entire self-possessioB. Nobody there pre- 
sent seemed to impose on him a sensatipn of unpleasant 
restraint: nobody seemed a bore — a check — a chill 
to him; and yet there was the cool and lofty Mifis 
Keeldar kneeling before the fire, almost at bis feet. 

But Shirley was cool and lofty no longer — at least 

not at this moment. She appeared unconsdous of the 

humility of her present poavlvoTi — or if conscious, it 
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was only to taste a charm in its lowliness. It did not 
revolt her pride that the group to whom she voluntarily 
officiated as handmaid should include her cousin's 
tutor: it did not scare her that while she handed the 
brcad and milk to the rest, she had to ofiTer it to him 
also; and Moore took his portion from her hand as 
cahnly as if he had been her equal. • 

"You are overheated now," he said, when she 
had retained the fork for some time: "let me relieve 
you." 

And he took it from her with a sort of quiet 
authority, to which she subraitted passively — neither 
resisting him nor thanking him. 

"I should like to see your pictures, Louis," said 
Caroline, when the sumptuous luncheon was discussed. 
"Would not you, Mr. HaU?" 

"To please you, I should; but, for my own part, 
I have cut him as an artist. I had enough of him in 
that capaeity in Cumberland and Westmoreland. Many 
a wetting we got amongst the mountains because he 
would persist in sitting on a camp-stool, catching effects 
of rain-clouds, gathering mists, fitful sunbeams, and 
vhat not." 

"Here is the portfolio," said Henry, bringing it in 
One hand, and leaning on his crutch with the other. 

Louis took it, but he still sat as if he wanted an- 
other to speak. It seemed as if he would not open it 
tmless the proud Shirley deigned to show herseif inter- 
ested in the exhibition. 

"He makes us wait to whet our curiosity," she said. 

"Youunderstand opening it," observed Louis, giving 
her the key. "You spoiled the lock for me oöÄe — 
tiy now." 
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He held it: she opened it; and, monopolizing the 
Contents, had the first view of every sketch herseif. 
She enjoyed the treat — if treat it were — in silence, 
without a Single comment. Moore stood behind her 
chair and looked over her Shoulder, and when she had 
done, and the others were still gazing, he left his post 
and paced through the room. 

A carriage was heard in the lane — the gate-bell 
rang: Shirley started. 

"There are callers," she said, "and I shall he 
summoned to the room. A pretty figure — as they 
say — I am to receive Company: I and Henry have 
been in the garden gathering fruit half the morning. 
Oh, för rest under my own vine and my own fig-tree! 
Happy is the slave-wife of the Indian chief, in that she 
has no drawing-room duty to perform, but can sit at 
ease weaving mats, and stringing beads, and peace- 
fuUy flattening her picaninny's head in an unmoiested 
Corner of her wigwam. I 'U emigrate to the western 
woods." 

Louis Moore laughed. 

"To marry a White Cloud or a Big Buffalo; and 
after wedlock to devote yourself to the tender task of 
digging your lord's maize-field, while he smokes his 
pipe or drinks fire-water." 

Shirley seemed about to reply, but here the school- 
room door unclosed, admitting Mr. Sympson. That 
personage stood aghast when he saw the group around 
the fire. 

"I thought you alone, Miss Keeldar," he said.. "I 
find quite a party." 

And evidently from his shocked, scandalized air — 
had he not recognised m on^ ol Üv^ ^arty, a clergy- 
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man — he would have delivered an extempore philippic 
oh the extraordinary habits of bis niece: respect for tbe 
clotb arrested bim. 

"Imerely wisbed to announce," he proceeded, coldly, 
"that tbe family from De Waiden HaU, Mr., Mrs., the 
Misses, and Mr. Sam Wynne are in tbe drawing-room." 
And he bowed, and withdrew. 

"Tbe family from De Waiden Hall! Couldn't be a 
worse set," murmured Sbirley. 

She sat still, looking a little contumacious, and 
very much indisposed tO'Stir. She was flushed with 
the fire; her dark hair bad been more than once dis- 
hevelled by the morning wind that day; her attire was 
a light, neatly fitting, but amply flowing dress of muslin; 
the sbawl she bad wom in the garden was still draped 
in a careless fold round her. Indolent, wilful, pictu- 
resque, and singularly pretty was her aspect — prettier 
than usual, as if some soft inward emotion — stirred 
who knows how? — bad given new bloom and expres- 
sion to her features. 

"Sbirley — Sbirley, you ought to go," whispered 
Caroline. 

"I wonder wby?" 

She lifted her eyes, and saw in the glass over the 
üreplace , both Mr. Hall and Louis Moore gazing at her 
gravely. 

"If," she Said, with a yielding smile — "if a ma- 
jority of the present Company maintain that the De 
Waiden Hall people have Claims on my civility, I will 
subdue my inclinations to my duty. Let those who 
think I ought to go, hold up their hands." 

Again Consulting the mirror, it reflected an unani- 
mous TOte against her. 
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"You must go," Said Mr. Hall, "and behave cour- 
teously, too. Ton owe many duties to society. It is not 
pennitted you to please only yourself." 

Louis Moore assented with a low "Hear! hear!" 

Caroline, approacbing her, smoothed her wavy cnrls, 
gave to her attire a less artistic and moreidomestic 
grace, and Shirley was put out of the room, protesting 
still, by » pouting lip, against her dismissal. 

"There is a curious charm about her," observcd 
Mr. Hall, when she was gone. "And now," he added, 
"I must away, for Sweeting is off to see bis motber, 
and there are two funerals." 

"Henry, get your books; it is lesson-time," said 
Moore, sitting down to bis desk. 

"A curious charm!" repeated the pupil, when he 
and bis master were left alone. "True. Is she not a 
kind of white witch?" he asked. 

"Of whom are you speaking, Sir?" 

"Of my cousin Shirley." 

"No irrelevant questions. Study in silence." 

Mr. Moore looked and spoke sternly — sourly. 
Henry knew this mood: it was a rare one with bis 
tutor; but when it came he had an awe of it: he 
obeyed. 



CHAPTER X. 

The Grst blue-stocking. 

Miss Keeldab and her uncle had characters that 
would not harmonize, — that never had harmonized. 
He was irritable, and she 'Was spirited; he was despatic, 
and she liked freedom; he was worldly, and she, pcr- 
haps, romantic. 

Not without purpose had he come down to York- 
shire: his mission was clear, and he intended to dis- 
charge it conscientiously, he anxiously desired to have 
his niece married; to make for her a suitable match; 
give her in charge to a proper husband, and wash his 
hands of her -for ever. 

The misförtune was, from infancy upwards, Shirley 
and he had disagreed on the meaning of the words 
"suitable" and "proper." She never yet had accepted 
his definition; and it was doubtfnl whether, in fhe 
most important Step of her life, she would consent to 
accept it. 

The trial soon came. 

Mr. Wynne proposed in form for his son, Samuel 
Fawthrop Wynne. 

"Decidedly suitable! Most proper!" pronounced 
Mr. Sympson. "A fine unencumbered estate; real sub- 
Btance; good connections. Jt Trtusl he doneT* 

He sent for his niece to the oak-parlour; he shut 
himself up there with her alone; he communicated the 
offer; he gave his opinion; he claimed Viex tow&^twV 
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It was withheld. 

"No: I shall not marry Samuel Fawthrop Wynne." 

"I ask why? I must have a reason. In all respects 
he is more than worthy of you." 

She stood on the hearth; she was pale as the white 
marble slab and cornice behind her; her eyes flashed 
large, dilated, unsmiling. 

'^ And / ask in what sense that young man is worthy 
of we?" 

"He has twice your money, — twice your common 
sense; — equal connections, — equal respectability. " 

"Had he my money counted five score times, I 
would take no vow to love him." 

"Please to State your objections." 

"He has run a course of despicable, commonplace 
profligacy. Accept that as the ürst reason why I spum 
him." 

"Miss Keeldar, you shock me!" 

"That conduet alone sinks him in a gulf of im- 
measurable inferiority. His intellect reaches no Standard 
I can esteem: — there is a second stumbling-block. 
His views are narrow; his feelings are blunt; his tastes 
are coarse; his manners vulgär.'* 

"The man is a respectable, wealthy man. To re- 
fuse him is presumption on your part." 

"I r^fuse, point-blank! Cease to annoy me with 
the subject: I forbid it!" 

"Is it your intention ever to marry, or do you 
prefer celibacy?" 

"I deny your right to claim an ans wer to that 
question." 

"May I ask if you expeet some man of title — some 
peer of the realm — to deuvaud your band?" 
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"I doubt if the peer breäthes on whom I would 
confer it." 

"Were there insanitj in the family, I should believe 
you mad. Your eccentricity and conceit touch the verge 
of frenzy." , 

"Perhaps, ere- I have finished, yoa will see me 
overleap it." 

^'I anticipate no less. Frantic and impracticable 
girl! Take warning! — I dare you to sully our name 
by a misalliance!" 

"Owr name! Am / called Sympson?" 

"God be thanked that you are not! But be on 
your guard!' — I will not be trifled with!" 

"What, in the name of common law and common* 
sense, would you, or could you do, if my pleasure led 
me to a choice you disapproved?" 

"Take care! take care!" (warning her with voice 
and band that trembled alike.) 

"Why? What shadow of power have you over me? 
Why should I fear you?" 

"Take care, Madam!" 

" Scrupulous care I will take, Mr. Sympson. Befof e 
I marry, I am resolved to esteem — to admire — to 
lovey 

"Preposterous stuff! — indecorous! — unwomanly ! ' 

" To love with my whole heart. I know I speak in 
an unknown tongue; but I feel indifferent whether I 
am comprehendefi or not." 

"And if this love of yours should fall on a beggar?" 

"On a beggar it will never fall. Mendicancy is not 
estimable." 

" On a low derk, a play-actor, a piay-writer, or — 



or — " 
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"Take courage, Mr. Sympson! Or what?" 
"Any literary scrub, or shabby, whining artist." 
"For the scrubby, shabby, whining, I have no 

taste: for literature and the arts, I have. And there I 

wonder how your Fawthrop Wynne would suit me? 

Ile cannot write a note without orthographical errors; 

he reads only a sporting paper: he was the booby of 

Stilbro' grammar school!" 

"ünladylike language! Great God! — to what will 

she come?" He lifted hands and eyes. 

"Never to the altar of Hymen with Sam Wynne." 
"To what will she come? Why are not the laws 

more stringent, that I might compel her to hear 

reason?" 

"Console yourself, uncle. Were Britain a serf- 

dom, and you the Czar, you could not compel me to 

^his Step. / will write to Mr. Wynne. Give yourself 

no further trouble on the subject." 



Fortune is proverbially called changeful, yet her 
caprice often takes the form of repeating again and 
again a similar stroke of luck in the same quarter. It 
appeared that Miss Eeeldar — or her fortune — had 
by this time made a Sensation in the district, and pro- 
duced an impression in quarters by her unthought of. 
No less than three offers followed Mr. Wynne's — all 
more or less eligible. All were in succession pressed 
on her by her uncle, and all in succession she refused. 
Yet amongst them was more than one gentieman of 
unexceptionable character, as well as ample wealth. 
Manjr besides her uncle ask^A. Nvlio^t sh^ meant, and 
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whom she expected to entrap, that she was so insolently 
fastidious. 

At last, the gossips thought they had found the key 
to her conduct, and her uncle was sure of it; and, 
what is more, the discovery showed his niece to him 
in quite a new light, and he changed his whole deport- 
ment to her accordingly. 

Fieldhead had, of late, heen fast growing too hot 
to hold them both: the suave aunt could not reconcile 
them; the daughters froze at the view of their quarreis: 
Gertrude and Isabella whispered by the hour together 
in their dressing-room, and became chilled with de- 
corous dread if they chanced to be left alone with their 
audacious cousin. But, as I have said, a change 
supervened: Mr. Sympson ^as appeased and his family 
tranquillized. 

The village of Nunnely has been alluded to: its old 
church, its forest, its monastic ruins. It had also its 
Hall, called the Priory — an older, a larger, a more 
lordly abode than any Briarfield or Whinbury owned; 
and, what is more, it had its man of title — its baronet, 
which neither Briarfield nor Whinbury could boast. 
This possession — its proudest and most ptized — 
had for years been nominal only: the present baronet, 
a young man hitherto resident in a distant province, 
was unknown on his Yorkshire estate. 

During Miss Keeldar's stay at the fashionable 
watering- place of Clififbridge, she and her friends had 
met with and been introduced to Sir Philip Nunnely. 
They encountered him again and again on the sands, 
the cliffs, in the various walks, sometimes at the public 
^alls of the place. He seemed solitary; his manner 
was very unpretending — too simple \o \i^ XktkäÄw 
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affablej rather timid than proud: he did not c§ndescend 
to their society — he seemed glad of it. 

With any unaffected individual, Shirley could easily 
and quickly cement an acquaintance. She walked and 
talked with Sir Philip; she, her aunt, and consins, 
sometimes took a sail in his yacht. She liked him 
because she found him kind and modest, and was 
charmed to feel she had the power to amnse him. 

One slight drawback there was — where is the 
friendship without it? — Sir Philip had a literary turn : 
he wrote poetry, sonnets, stanzas, ballads. Perhaps 
Miss Keeldar thought him a little too fond of reading 
and reciting these compositions ; perhaps she wished 
the rhyme had possessed more accuracy — the ndeasure 
more music •— thetropes more freshness — the inspiration 
more fire: at any rate, she always winced when he re- 
curred to the subject of his poems, and usnally did hei 
best to divert the conversation into another Channel. 

He would beguile her to take moonlight walks with 
him on the bridge, for the sole parpose, as it seemed, 
of pouring into her ear the longest of his ballads: he 
would lead her away to sequestered rustic seats, whence 
the rush of the surf to the sands was heard soft and 
soothing; and when he had her all to himself, and the 
sea lay before them, and the scented shade of gardens 
spread round, and the tall shelter of cliffs rose behind 
them, he would pull out his last batch of sonnets, and 
read them in a voice tremulous with emotion. He did 
not seem to know, that though they might be rhyme, 
they wer^ not poetry. It appeared by Shirley 's down- 
cast eye and disturbed face that she knew it, and feit 
heartily mortiüed by the Single foibLe of thifi good and 
amiable g^atlemao. 
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Often she tried, as gently as might be, to wean him 
from this fanatic worship of the Muses: it was bis 
monomania — on all ordinary subjects be was sensible 
enough; and fain was sbe to engage bim in ordinary 
topics. He questioned ber sometimes about bis place 
at Nunnely; sbe was but too bappy to answer bis inter- 
rogatories at lengtb: sbe never wearied of describing* 
the antique Priory, tbe wild sylvan park, tbe boary 
churcb and bamlet; nor did sbe fall to counsel bim to 
come down and gatber bis tenantry about bim in bis 
ancestral balls. 

Somewbat to ber surprise, Sir Philip foUowed her 
advice to tbe letter; and actually, towards tbe close of 
September, arrived at tbe Priory. 

He soon made a call at Fieldbead, and bis ßrst 
Visit was not bis last: be said — wben be bäd acbieved 
the round of tbe neigbbourbood — tbat under no roof 
had he found such pleasant shelter as beneath the 
massive oak-beams of tbe gray manor-bouse of Briar- 
ßeld: a cramped, modest dwelling enough, compared 
with bis own — but be liked it. 

Presently, it did not suffice to sit witb Sbirley in 
her panelled parlour, where others came and went, and 
wbere he could rarely find a quiet moment to show her 
the latest produetion of bis fertile muse; he must have 
her out amongst tbe pleasant pastures, and lead ber by 
tbe still waters. Tete-ä-t^te ramblings sbe sbunned; 
so be made parties for ber to bis own grounds, bis 
glorious forest; to remoter scenes — woods severed by 
the Wharfe, vales watered by the Aire. 

Such assiduity covered Miss Keeldar witb distinction. 
Her uncle's prophetic soul anticipated a splendid future : 
be already scented tbe time afar off "wViesi., w^ Tüsycv«^ 
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chalant air, and left foot nursed on bis riglit knee, he 
should be able to make dasbingly-familiar allusion to bis 
"nephew tbe baronet" Now, bis niece dawned npon 
bim no longer "a mad girl," bnt a "most sensible 
woman." He termed ber, in confidential dialogues with 
Mrs. Sympson, "a tnily superior person: peculiar, but 
very clever." He treated ber witb exceeding deference; 
rose reverently to open and sbut doors for ber; red- 
dened bis face, and gave bimself beadacbes, with 
stooping to pick np gloves, bandkercbiefs, and otber 
loose property, wbereof Sbirley usually beld but in- 
secure tenure. He would cut mysterious jokes äbout 
tbe superiority of woman's wit orer man's wisdom; 
commence obscure apologies for tbe blundering mistake 
be bad committed i^specting tbe generalsbip , the 
tactics, of '^a personage not a bundred miles fromField- 
bead:" in sbort, be seemed elate as any ^'midden-cock 
on pattens." 

Eüs niece viewed bis manoeuvres, and received bis 
inuendos, witb pblegm: apparently, sbe did not above 
balf comprebend to wbat aim tbey tended. Wben 
plainly cbarged with being tbe preferred of tbe baronet, 
sbe Said, sbe believed be did like ber, and for ber part 
sbe liked bim : sbe bad never tbougbt a man of rank — 
tbe only son of a prond, fond motber — the only 
brotber of doting sisters — could bave so mucb good- 
ness, and, on tbe wbole, so mucb sense. 

Time proved, indeed, tbat Sir Philip liked ber. 
Perbaps be bad found in ber tbat ^'curious cbarm" 
noticed by Mr. Hall. He sougbt ber presence more 
and more; and, at last, witb a frequency tbat attested 
h bad become to bim an indispensable Stimulus. About 
thi8 timej stränge ieellngs hovered round Fieldhead; 
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restless hopes and haggard anxieties haunted some of 
its rooms. There was an iinquiet wandering of some 
of the inmates among the still fields round the. man- 
sion; there was a sense of expectancy that kept the 
nerves strained. 

One thing seemed clear. Sir Philip was not a 
man to he despised: he was amiahle; if not highly in- 
tellectual, he was intelligent. Miss Keeldar could not 
affirm of him — what she had so bitterly affirmed of 
Sam Wynne — that his feelings were blunt, his tastes 
coarse, and his manners vulgär. There was sensi- 
bility in his nature; there was a very real, if -not a 
very discriminating, love of the arts; there was the 
English gentleman in all his deportment: as to his 
lineage and wealth, both were, of course, far beyond 
her Claims. 

His appearance had at first elicited some laughing, 
thoagh not ill-natured, remarks from the merry Shirley. 
It was boyish; his features were piain and slight; his 
hair sandy; his stature insignificant. But she soon 
check ed her sarcasm on this point; she would even fire 
up if any one eise made uncomplimentary allusion 
thereto. He liad "a pleasing countenance," she af- 
firmed; '^and there was that in his heart which was 
better than three Roman noses, than the locks of Ab- 
salom, or the proportions of Saul." A spare and rare 
shaft she still reserved for his unforlunate poetic pro- 
pensity: but, even here, she would tolerate no irony 
save her own. 

In Short, matters had reached a point which seemed 
fuUy to Warrant an Observation made about this time 
by Mr. Yorke, to the tutor, Louis. 

"Yond' hrother Bobert of yours seems to tcä VöX^^ 
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either a fool or a madman. Two months ago, I could 
have swom he had the game all in bis own hands; 
and there he mns the conntrj, and quarters himself 
up in London foY* weeks together, and by the time be 
comes back, he '11 find himself checkmated. Louis, 
^ There is a tide in the afiairs of men, which, taken at 
the flood, leads on to fortune; but, once let slip^ never 
retums again.' I 'd write to Robert, if I were you, 
and remind bim of that." 

''Kobert had views on Miss Keeldar?" inquired 
Louis, as if the idea were new to bim. 

"Views I snggested to bim myself, and views he 
might have realized, for she liked bim." 

"As a neighbour?" 

"As more than that. I have seen her change coun- 
tenance and colour at the mere mention of bis name. 
Write to the lad, I say, and teil bim to come home. 
He is a finer gentleman than this bit of a baronet, 
after all." 

"Does it not strike you, Mr. Yorke, that for a 
mere pennyless adventurer to aspire to a rieh woman*s 
band is presumptuous — contemptible?" 

"Ob! if you are for high notions, and double- 
refined sentiment, I 've naught to say- I 'm a piain, 
practical man myself; and if Kobert is willing to give 
up that royal prize to a lad-rival — a puling slip of 
aristocracy — I am quite agreeable. At his age, in 
kis place, witb his inducements, I wonld have acted 
difierently. Neitber baronet, nor duke, nor prince 
should have snatched my sweetheart from me without 
a struggle. But you tutors are such solemn chaps: 
it 13 almost like speaking to a parson to consult witb 
you. " 
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Flattered and fawned upon as Shirley was just 
now, it appeared she was not absolutelj spoiled — 
that her better nature did not quite leave her. Uni- 
versal report had indeed ceased to couple her name 
with that of Moore, and this silence seemed sanctionep^ 
bj her own apparent oblivion of the absentee; butthat 
she had not quite forgotten him — that she still re- 
garded him, if not with love yet with interest — seemed 
proved by the increased attention which at this juncture 
of affairs a sudden attack of illness induced her to show 
that tntor-brother of Kobert's, to whom she habitually 
bore herseif with Strange alternations of cool reserve 
and docile respect: now sweeping past him in all the 
dignity of the n^onied heiress and prospeetive Lady 
Nunnely, and anon accosting him as abashed school- 
gu*ls are wont to accost their stern professors: bridling 
her neck of ivory, and curling her lip of carmine, if 
he encountered her glance, one minute; and the next 
submitting to the grave rebuke of his eye, with as 
much contrition as if he had the power to inflict pe- 
nalties in case of contnmacy. 

Louis Moore had perhaps caught the fever, which 
ior a few days laid him low, in one of the poor cot- 
tages of the district, which he, his lame pupil, and 
Mr. Hall, were in tlie habit of visiting together. At 
any rate he sickened, and after opposing to the malady 
a tacitum resistance for a day or two, was obliged to 
keep his Chamber. 

He lay tossing on his thorny bed one cvening, 
Henry, who would not quit him, watching faithfuUy 
beside him, when a tap — too light to be that of Mrs. 
Gill or the housemaid — summoned young Sympson to 
the door. 

W 
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"How is Mr. Moore to-night?" asked a low voice 
from the dark gallery. 

"Come in and see him yourself." 

"Is he asleep?" 

"I wisb he could sleep. Come and speak to him, 
Shirley." 

"He would not like it." 

But the Speaker stepped in, and Henry, seeing her 
hesitate on the threshold, took her hand and drew her 
to the couch. 

The shaded b'ght showed Miss Keeldar*s form but 
imperfectly, yet it revealed her in elegant attire. There 
was a party assembied below, including Sir Philip 
Nunnely; the ladies were now in tbe drawing-room, 
and their hostess had stolen from them to visit Henry's 
tutor. Her pure white dress, her fair arms and neck, 
the trembling chainlet of gold circling her throat, and 
quivering on her breast, glii^tened strangely amid the 
obscurity öl the sick-room. Her mien was chastened 
and pensive: she spoke gently. 

"Mr. Moore, how are you to-night?" 

"I have not been very ill, and am now better." 

"I heard that you complained of thirst: I have 
brought you some grapes: can you tafifte one?" 

"No: but I thank you for remembering me.'* 

"Just one." 

From the rieh Cluster that filled a small basket held 
in her hand, she severed a berry and offered it to his 
lips. He shook his head and turned aside his flushed 
face. 

"But what then can I bring you instead? You have 
no wisb ioT fruit; yet I see that your lips are parched. 
What beverage do you pxelet^.'' 
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^^Mrs. GUI supplies me with toast and water: I like 
b best." 

Silence feil for some minutes. 

"Do you suffer? Have you pain?" 

"Very little." 

"What made you ill?" 

Silence. 

''I wonder what caused this fever? To what do you 
Bittribute it?" 

" Miasma perhaps — malaria. This is autumn , a 
season fertile in fevers." 

"I hear you often visit the sick in Briarfield, and 
Nunnely too, with Mr. Hall: you should be on your 
guard: temerity is not wise." 

^^That reminds me, Miss Keeldar, that perhaps 
you had better not enter this Chamber, or come near 
this couch. I do not believe my illness is infectious : 
I scarcely fear (with a sort of smile) you will take it; 
but why should you run even the shadow of a risk? 
Leave me." 

"Patience: X will go soon; but I should like to 
do something for you before I depart — any little ser- 



vice — 
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They will miss you below." 

"No, the gentlemen are still at table." 

"They will not linger long: Sir Phih'p Nunnely is 
no wine-bibber, and I hear him just now pass from 
the dining-room to the drawing-room." 

"It is a servant." 

"It is Sir Philip, I know his Step." 

*'Your hearing is acute." 

"It is never duU, and the sense seems sharpened 
at present. Sir Fhilip was here to tea \ai^\. xC\^\.. A. 
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heard you sing to him some song which he had brought 
you. I heard him, when he took his departure at 
eleven o'clock, call you out on to the pavement, to 
look at the evening star." 

"You must be.nervously sensitive." 

"I heard him kiss your hand." 

"Impossible!" 

"No; my Chamber is over the hall, the window 
just above the front door; the sash was a little raised, 
for I feit feverish: you stood ten minutes with him on 
the Steps: I heard your discourse, every word, and I 
heard the salute. Henry, give me some water." 

"Let me give it him." 

But he half rose to take the glass from young 
Sympson, and declined her attendance. 

"And can I do nothing? 

"Nothing; for you cannot guarantee me a night's 
peaceful rest, and it is all I at present want. 

"You do not sleep well? 

"SIeep has left me." 

"Yet you said you were not very ill? 

"I am often deepless when in high health. 

"If I had power, I would lap you in the most 
placid slumber; quite deep and hushed, without a dream." 

"Blank annihilatioil ! I do not ask that." 

"With dreams of all you most desire." 

"Monstrous delusions! The sleep would be delirium, 
the waking, death." 

"Your wishes are not so chimerical: you are no 
visionary?" 

"Miss Keeldar, I suppose you think so; but my 
cbaracter is not, perhaps, quite as legible to you as a 
page of the last new nove\ m\^\. \i^ " 



t guarantee me 

»9 
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^^That is possible .... Bat this sleep: I should 
like to woo it to your pillow — to win for you its 
favour. If I took a book and sat down, and read some 
pages — ? I can well spare half an hour." 

*'Thank you, but I will not detain yon." 

"I would read softly." 

^'It woold not do. I am too feverish and excitable 
to bear a soft, cooing, vibrating voice close at my ear. 
You had better leave me." 

''Well, I will go." 

"And no good-night?" 

"Yes, Sir, yes, Mr. Moore, good-night." (Exit 
Shirley). 

"Henry, my boy, go to bed now: it is time you 
had some repose." 

"Sir, it would please me to watch at your bedside 
aU night." 

"Nothing less called for: I am getting better: there, 
go." 

"Give me your Messing, Sir.^' 

"God bless you, my best pupil!" 

"You never call me your dearest pupil!" 

"No, nor ever shall." 



Possibly Miss Keeldar resented her former teacher's 
rejection of her courtesy: it is certain she did pot re- 
peat the offer of it. Often as her light step traversed 
the gallery in the course of a day, it did not again 
pause at his door; nor did her "cooing, vibrating 
voice" disturb a second time the hush of the sick-room. 
A sick-room, indeed, itsoon ceased to bes'^x.'VL^^ix^^ 
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good Constitution quickly triumphed over bis Indis- 
position : in a few days he shook it off, and resumed 
bis duties as tutor. 

That "Auld Langsyne" had still its authority both 
witb preceptor and scholar, was proved by tbe manner 
in which be sometimes promptly passed tbe distance 
sbe usually maintained between tbem, and put down 
ber bigb reserve witb a firm, quiet band. 

One afternoon tbe Sympson family were gone out 
to take a carriage airing. Shirley, never sorry to 
snatcb a reprieve from tbeir society, had remained be- 
bind, detained by business, as sbe said. Tbe business 
— a little letter-writing — was soon despatcbed after 
tbe yard-gates had closed on tbe carriage: Miss Keel- 
dar betook berself to tbe garden. 

It was a peaceful autumn day. The gilding of the 
Indian summer mellowed the pastures far and wide. 
The russet woods stood ripe to be ßtript, but were yet 
füll of leaf. The purple of beatb-bloom, faded but not 
withered, tinged the bills. Tbe beck wandered down 
to the Hollow, through a silent district; no wind fol- 
lowed its course, or baunted its woody borders. Field- 
head gardens bore the seal of gentle decay. On tbe 
walks, swept that morning, yellow leaves had fluttered 
down again. Its time of flowers, and even of fruits, 
was over; but a scantling apples enriched the trees; 
only a blossom here and there, expanded pale and de- 
lioate amidst a knot of faded leaves. 

These Single flowers — the last of tbeir raee — 

Shirley cuUed as sbe wandered thougbtfuUy amongst 

tbe beds. Sbe was fastening into her girdle a bueless 

and scentless nosegay, when Henry Sympson called to 

ber a8 he came Umping irom tbe bouse. 
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"Shirley, Mr. Moore would be glad to see you in 
the school-room and to hear you read a little Frencb, 
if you have no more urgent occupatiön." 

The messenger delivered bis commission very sim- 
ply, as if it were a mere matter of course. 

"Did Mr. Moore teil you to say tbat?" 

"Certainly: wby not? And now, do come, and 
let US once more be as we were at Sympson Grove. 
We used to have pleasant scbool-bours in those days." 

Miss Keeldar, perhaps, thougbt that circumstanees 
were changed since then; however, she made no re- 
mark , but after a little reflection quietly foUowed 
Henry. ' 

Entering the school-room, she inclined her head 
with a decent obeisance, as had been her wont in 
former times; she removed her bonnet, and hung it üp 
beside Henry's cap. Louis Moore sat at bis desk, 
turning the leaves of a book, open before him, and 
marking passages with bis pencil; he just moved, in 
acknowledgment of her curtsey, but did not rise. 

"You proposed to read to me a few nights ago," 
Said he. "I could not hear you then; my attention is 
now at your Service. A little renewed practice in 
French may not be unprofitable: your accent, I have 
observed, begins^to rust." 

"What book shall I take?" 

"Here are the posthumous works of St. Pierre. 
Read a few pages of the 'Fragments de TAmazone.'" 

She accepted the chair which he had placed in 
readiness near bis own — the volume lay on bis desk 
— there was but one between them; her sweeping 
curls drooped so low as to hide the pag& from him. 

"Put back jour hair," he said. 
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For one moment, Shirley looked not qaite certain 
whether she would obey the request or disregard it; 
a flicker of her eye beamed fartive on the professOr*s 
face; perhaps if he had been looking at her harshly or 
timidljr, or if one undecided line had marked bis coun- 
tenance, she wonld have rebelled, and the lesson had 
ended there and then; bat he was only awaiting her 
compliance — as calm as marble, and as cool. She 
threw the veil of tresses behind her ear. It was well 
her face owned an agreeable outline, and that her 
cheek possessed the polish and the roundness of early 
youth, or, thus robbed of a softening shade, the con- 
tours might have lost their grace. But what mattered 
that in the present society? Neither Calypso nor 
Encharis cared to fascinate Mentor. 

She began to read. The language had become 
Strange to her tongue; it faltered: the lecture flowed 
unevenly, impeded by hurried breath, broken by Angli- 
cised tones. She stopped. 

^^I can't do it. Kead me a paragraph, if yon please, 
Mr. Moore." 

What Ae read, she repeated: she caught bis accent 
in three minutes. 

*'Tres-bien," was the approving comment at the 
close of the piece. 

"C'est presque le Fran9ais rattrape, n'est-ce pas?" 

"You could not write French as you once could, 
I daresay — ?" 

^^Oh! no. I shoold make stränge work of my con- 
cords now." 

"You could not compose the devoir.of "La Pre- 
miere Femme Savante?" 

*^Do you still rememb^T that rubbish?" 
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"Every line." 

"I doubt you." 

"I will engage to repeat it word for word." 

'*You would stop Short at the first line." 

"Challenge me to the experiment." 

"I challenge you." 

He proceeded to recite the following: he gave it in 
French, but we must translate, on p^in of being unin- 
telligible to some readers. 



*' And il came to pass when men began to multiply on the face of the 
eartb, and daughters were born unto them, that the sons of God 
saw the daughters of men that they were fair; and they took 
tbem wives of all which they chosc." 

This was in the dawn of time, before the moming 
Stars were set, and while they yet sang together. 

The epoch is so remote, the mists and dewy gray 
of matin twilight veil it with so vague an obscurity, 
that all distinct feature of custom, all clear line of loca- 
lity, evade percepiion and baffle research. It must 
suffice to know that the world then existed; that men 
peopled it; that man's nature, with its passions, sym- 
pathies, pains, an pleasures, informed the planet and 
gave it soul. 

A certain tribe colonized a certain spot on the 
globe; of what race this tribe — unknown: in what 
region that spot — untold. We usually think of the 
East when we refer to transactions of that date; but 
who shall declare that there was no life in the West, 
the South, the North? What is to disprove that thia 
tribe > instead oi Camping under palni-fgco^^Ä Vgl K%\^^ 
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wandered beneath Island oak-woods rooted in our own 
seas of Europe? 

It is no Sandy piain, nor any circumscribed and 
scant oasis I seem to realize. A forest valley, with 
rocky sides and brown profundity of shade, formed 
by tree crowding on tree, descends deep before me. 
Here, indeed, dwell human beings, but so few, and 
in alleys so thick branched and overarched, they are 
neither heard nor seen. Are they savage? — doubt- 
less. They live by the crook and the bow; half 
shepherds, half hunters, their flocks wander wild as 
their prcy., Are they happy? — no: not more happy 
thah we are at this day. Are they good? — no: not 
better than ourselves: their nature is our natnre, — 
human both. There is one in this tribe too often 
miserable, — a child bereaved of both parents. None 
cares for this child: she is fed sometimes, but oftener 
forgotten: a hut rarely receives her; the hoUow tree 
and chill cavern are her home. Forsaken, lost, and 
wandering, she lives more with the wild beast and bird 
than with her own kind. Hunger and cold are her 
comrades: sadness hovers over, and solitude besets her 
round. Unheeded and unvalued, she should die; but 
she both lives and grows: the green wilderness nurses 
her, and becomes to her a mother: feeds her on juicy 
berry, on saccharine root and nut. 

There is something in the air of this clime which 
fosters life kindly: there must be something, too, in 
its dews, which heals with sovereign balm. Its gentle 
seasons exaggerate no passion, no sense; its tempera- 
ture tends to harmony; its breezes, you would say, 
bring down from heaven the germ of pure thought, 
ßDd purer feeling. l^ot gcoXÄSc^'d'^ l&atastic are the 
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forms of eliff and folii^e; not violently vivid the colour- 
ing of flower and bird: in all the grandeur of these 
forests there is repose; in all their freshness there is 
tenderness. 

The gentle charm vouchsafed to flower and tree, — 
bestowed on deer and dove, — ^ has not been denied to 
the human nnrsling. All solitary, she has sprang up 
straight and graceful. Nature cast her features in a 
üne mould; they have matured in their pure, accurate 
first lines, unaltered by the shocks of disease. No 
fierce dry blast has dealt rudely with the surface of 
her frame; no buming sun has crisped or withered her 
tresses: her form gleams ivory- white through the trees; 
her hair flows plenteous, long, and glossy; her eyes, 
not dazzled by vertical fires , beam in the shade 
large and open, and füll and dewy: above those eyes, 
when the breeze bares her forehead, shfiies an expanse 
fair and ample, — a clear, candid page, whereon 
knowledge, should knowledge ever come, might write 
a golden record. You see in the desolate young savage 
nothing vidous or vacant; she haunts the wood harm- 
less and thoughtful: though of what one so untaught 
can think, it is not easy to divine. 

On the evening of one summer day, before the 
Flood, being utterly alone — for she had lost all trace 
of her tribe, who had wandered leagues away, she 
knew not where, — she went up from the vale, to 
watch Day take leave and Night arrive. A crag, over- 
spread by a tree, was her Station: the oak-roots, turfed 
and mossed, gave a seat; the oak-boughs, thick-leaved, 
wove a canopy. 

Slow and grand the Day withdrew, passing ia 
purple fire, and partiDg to the fareY?e\\ o\ ^ V^^^ Vjw 
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chorus from tlie woodlands. Then Night entered, quiet 
as death: the wind feil, the birds ceased singing. Now 
every nest held happy mates, and hart and hind slum- 
bered blissfuUjr safe in their lair. 

The girl sat, her body still, her soul astir; occu- 
pied, however, rather in feeling than in thinking, — in 
wishing, than hoping, — in imagining, than projecting. 
She feit the world, the sky, the night, boundlessly 
mighty. Of all things, herseif seemed to herseif the 
centre, — a small, forgotten atom of life, a spark of 
soul, emitted inadvertent from the great creative source, 
and now burning unmarked to waste in the heart of a 
black hoUow. She asked, was she thus to. burn out 
and perish, her living light doing no good, never seen, 
never needed, — a star in an eise starless firmament, — 
which nor shepherdf nor wanderer, nor sage, nor priest, 
tracked as a guide, or read as a prophecy? Could this 
be, she demanded, when the flame of her intelligence 
burned so vivid; when her life beat so true, and real, 
and potent; when something within herstirred disquieted, 
and restlessly asserted a God-given strength , for which 
it insisted she shonld find exercise? 

She gazed abroad on Heaven and Evening: Heaven 
and Evening gazed back on her. She bent down, 
searching bank, hill, river, spread dim below. All she 
questioned responded by oracles : she heard, — she was 
impressed; but she could not understand. Above her 
head she raised her hands joined together. 

" Guidance — help — comfort — come ! " was her cry. 

There was no voice, nor any that answered. 

She waited, kneeling, stedfastly looking up. Yonder 
8ky was sealed: the solemn stars shone allen and 
remote^ 
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At last, one over-stretched chord of her .agony 
slacked: she Üiought Something above relented: she 
feit as if Something far round drew nigher: she heard 
as if Silence spoke. There was no language, no word, 
only a tone. 

Again — a fine, füll, lofty tone, a deep, soft sound, 
like a storm whispering, raade twilight undulate. 

Once more, profounder, nearer, dearer, it rolled 
harmonious. 

Yet, again — a distinct voice possed between 
Heaven and Earth. 

"Eval" 

If Eva were not this woman's name, she had none. 
She rose. 

"Here am I." 

"Eval" 

"Oh, Night! (it can be but Night that speaks) I 
am here!" 

The voice, descending, reached Earth. 

"Eva!" 

"Lord!" she cried, "behold thine handmaid!" 

She had her religion: all tribes held some creed. 

"I come: a Comforter! " 

"Lord, come quickly!" 

The Evening flushed füll of hope: the Air panted; 
the Moon — rising before — ascended large, bat her 
light showed no shape. 

"Lean towards me, Eva. Enter my arms; repose 
thus." 

"Thus I lean, O Invisible, but feit! And what art 
thou?" 

"Eva, I have brought a living draught from Heaven. 
Daughter of Man, drink of my cupl" 
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"I drink — it is as if sweetest dew visited my lips 
in a füll current. My arid heart revives: my affliction 
is lightened: my strait and struggle are gone. And 
the night changesl the wood, the hill, the moon, the 
Wide sky — all change!" 

"All change, and for ever. I take from thy vision, 
darkness: I loosen from thy faculties, fetters: I level 
in thy path, obstacles: I, with my presence, fill va- 
cancy: I claim as mine the lost atom of iife: I take to 
myself the spark of soul — burning, heretofore, for- 
gotten ! " 

"Oh, take me! Oh, claim mel This is a god." 

"This is a Son of God: one who feels himself in 
the portion of Iife that stirs you: he is suffered to re- 
claim his own, and so to foster and aid that it shall 
not perish hopeless." 

"A Son of God! Am I indeed jchosen?" 

"Thou only in this land. I saw thee that thou 
wert fair: I knew thee that thou wert mine. To me it. 
is given to rescue, to sustain, to cherish, mine own. 
Acknowledge in me that Seraph, on earth, named 
Genius." 

"My glorious Bridegroom! True Dayspring from 
on high! All I would have, at last I possess. I re- 
ceive a revelation. The dark hint, the obscure wh^sper, 
which have haunted me from childhood, are interpkreted. 
Thou art He I sought. God-born, take me,{ thy 
bride!" 

"Unhumbled, I can take what is mine. Did 1 not 
give from the altar the very flame which lit JEva's 
being? Come again into the heaven whence thou \wert 
sent " 

That Presence, invisible, bwlmi^hty, gatheredlhcr 



\^ 
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in llke a lamb to the fold; that voice, soft but all per- 
vading, vibrated through her heart like music. Her 
eye received no Image; and yet a sense visited her 
Vision and her brain as of the serenity of stainless air, 
the power of sovereign seas, the majesty of marching 
Stars, the energy of colliding elements, the rooted 
endurance of hüls wide-based, and, above all, as of the 
lostre of heroic beauty rushing victorious on the Night, 
vanquishing its shadows like a diviner Sun. 

Such was the bridal-hour of Genius and Humanity. 

Who shall rehearse the tale of their after-union? Who 

shall depict its bliss and bale? Who shall teil how He, 

between whom and theWomanGod put enmity, forged 

deadly plots to break the bond or defile its purity? 

Who shall record the long strife between Serpent and 

Seraph? How still the Father of Lies insinuated evil 

into good — pride into wisdom — grossness into glory — 

pain into bliss — poison into passiqn? How the^'dreadless 

Angel" defied, resisted, and repelled? How, again and 

again, he refined the polluted cup, exalted the debased 

emotion, rectified the perverted Impulse, detected the 

larking venom, baffled the frontless temptation — puri- 

fied, justified, watched, and withstood? How, by his 

patience, by bis strength, by that unutterable excellenee 

he held from God — his Origin — this faithful Seraph 

fought for Humanity a good fight through Time; and, 

wfaenTime's course closed, andDeath was encountered 

at the end, barring with fleshless arm the portals of 

Blternity, how Genius still held close his dying bride, 

Kustained her through the agony of the passage, bore 

W triumphant into his own home — Heaven; restored 

W, redeemed, to Jehovah — her, Maker; and at last, 

SHrley. IL - i V^ 
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before Angel and Archangel, crowned her with the 
crown of Immortalitj? 

Who shall, of these things, write the chronicle? 



^'I never eould correet that eomposition," observed 
Shirley, as Moore concluded. "Your censor - pencil 
scored it with condemnatorj lines, whose signification 
I strove vainly to fathom." 

She had taken a crayon from the tntor's desk, and 
was drawing little leaves, fragmentd of pillars, broken 
Grosses, on the margin of the book. 

''French may be haif-forgotten, but the habits of 
theFreneh lesson are retained, I see,'* said Louis: ^^my 
books would now, as erst, be nnsafe with yon. My 
newly-bound St. Pierre would soou be like my Racine: 
Miss Keeldar, her maxk — traced on every page." 

Shirley dropped her crayon as if it bnrned her 
fingers. 

''Teil me what were the faults of that devoir?" she 
asked. "Were they grammatical errors, or did you 
object to the substance?" 

"I never said tbat tlie lines I drew were indica- 
tions oi faults at all. You would have it that such was 
the case, and I refrained from contradiction.*' 

"What eise did they denote?*' 

"No matter now." 

"Mr. Moore," cried Henry, "make Shirley repeat 
some of the pieces she used to say so well by heart 

"If I ask for any, it will be 'Le Cheval Dompte/ 
sAiä Moore, trinuning with his penknife the pencil Miss 
Keeldar had worn to a fitam^. 



»» 



THE FIRST BLUE-STOCKING. 211 

She tarned aside her head; the neck, tbe clear 
cheek, forsaken bj their natural veil, were seen to 
flush warm. 

^^Ah! she has not forgotten, you see, Sir," Said 
Henry, exultant. "She knows how naughty she was.'* 

A smile, which Shirley would not permit to expand, 
made her lip tremble; she bent her face, and hid it 
half with her arms half in her carls, which, as she 
stooped, feil loose again. 

"Certainly, I was a rebel!" she answered. 

"A rebell" repeated Henry. "Yes: you and papa 
had quarrelled terribly, and you set both him and 
mama, and Mrs. Pryor, and everybody, at defiance: 
you Said he had insulted you — " 

"He had insulted me," interposed Shirley. 

"And youwanted to leave Sympson Grove directly. 
You packed your thiqgs up, and papa threw them out 
of your trank; mama cried — Mrs. Pryor cried; they 
both stood wringing their hands begging you to be 
patient, and you knelt on the floor, with your things 
and your upturned box before you, looking, Shirley — 
looking — why, in one of your passions. Your fea- 
tares, in such passions, are not distorted; they are 
fixed, but quite beautiful: you scarcely look angry, 
only resolute, and in a certain haste; yet one feels that, 
at such times, an obstacle cast across your path would 
be split a£r with lightning. Papa lost heart, and called 
Mr. Moore." 

"Enough, Henry." 

"No; it is not enough. I hardly know how Mr. 
Moore managed, except that I recoUect he suggested 
to papa that agitation would bring an bis gout; aud 
then he spoke qmeüy to the ladiea, «it^ f5A> ^Stk^Rv 
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away; and afterwards he said to you, Miss Shirley, 
that it was of no use talking or lecturing now, but 
that the tea-things were just brought into tbe school- 
room, and he was very thirsty, and he would be glad 
if you would leave your packing for the present and 
come and make a cup of t^a for him and me. You 
came: you would not talk at first; but soon you 
softened and grew cheerful. Mr. Moore began to teil 
US about the Continent, the war, and Buonaparte; 
subjects we were both fond of listening to. After tea 
he Said we should neither of us leave him that evening: 
he would not let us stray out of his sight, lest we 
should again get into mischief. We sat one on each 
side of him: we were so happy. I never passed so 
pleasant an evening. The next day he gave you, 
missy, a lecture of an hour, and wound it up by 
marking you a piece to learn in Qossuet as a punish- 
ment-lesson, — "Le Cheval Dompte." You learned 
it instead of packing up, Shirley. We heard no more 
of your running away. Mr, Moore used to teaze yo^ 
on the subject for a year afterwards." »' 

"She never said a lesson with greater spirit," sub« 
joined Moore. '^She then, for the first time, gave nif 
the treat of hearing my native tongue spoken withoiif 
accent by an English girl." t 

^'She was as sweet as summer-cherries for a mov 
afterwards," Struck in Henry: "a good, hearty quf 
rel always left Shirley's temper better than it foH 
it." 

"You talk of me as if I were not present," i 
served Miss Keeldar, who had not yet lifted her ial 

^^Are you sure you are present?" asked Md 
^tbere have been momeixla «vilc« my arrival i 
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when I have been tempted to inquire of the lady of 
Fieldhead if slie knew what had become of my former 
pupil?" 

"Slie is here now." 

"I See her, and humble enough; but I would 
neither advise Harry, nor others, to believe too impli- 
citly in the humility which one moment can hide its 
blashing face like a modest little child, and the next 
lift it pale and lofty as a marble Juno." 

"One man in times of old, it is said, imparted 
vitality to the statue he had chiselled. Others may 
have the contrary gift of turning life to stone." 

Moore paused on this Observation before he replied 
to it. His look, at once Struck and meditative, said, 
"A Strange phrase: what may it mean?" He turned it 
over in his mind, with thought deep and slow, as some 
German pondering metaphysics. 

"You mean," he said, at last, "that some men 
inspire repugnance, and so chill the kind heart." 

"Ingenious!" responded Shirley. "If the Inter- 
pretation pleases you, you are welcome to hold it valid. 
/ don't care." 

And with that she raised her head, lofty in look, 
and statue-like in hue, as Louis had described it. 

"Behold the metamorphosis ! " he said: "scarce 
imagined ere it is realized: a lowly nymph develops 
to an inaccessible goddess. But Henry must not be 
disappointed of his recitation, and Olympia will deign 
to oblige him. Let us begin." 

"I have forgotten the very first line." 

"Which I have not. My memory, if a slow, is a 
retentive one. I acquire dteliberately both knowled^^ 
and liking: the acquisition grows into tk;j \yc«ffiL^ «cä. 
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the sentiment into my breast; and it Is not as the 
rapid springiug produce which, having no root in 
itself, flourishes verdurous enough for a time, but too 
soon falls withered away. Attention, Henry! Miss 
Keeldar consents to favour you. "Voyez ce Cheval 
ardent et impetueux," so it commences." 

Miss Keeldar did consent to make the efibrt; but 
she soon stopped. 

"Unless I heard the whole repeated, I cannot con- 
tinue it," she said. 

"Yet it was quickly learned, 'soon gained, soon 
gone,'" moralized the tutor. He recited the passage 
deliberately, accurately, with slow, impressive em- 
phasis. 

Shirley, by degrees, inclined her ear as he went 
on. Her face, before turned from him, returned to- 
wards him, When he ceased, she took the word up 
as if from bis lips: she took bis very tone; she seized 
bis very accent; she delivered the periods as he had 
delivered them: she reproduced bis manner, bis pro- 
nunciation, bis expression. 

It was now her turn to petition. 

"Recall 'Le Songe d'Athalie,'" she entreated, "and 
say it." 

He Said it for her; she took it from bim; she found 
lively excitement in the pleasure of making bis language 
her own: she asked for further indulgence; all the old 
school-pieces were revived, and with them Shirley' s old 
scbool-days. 

He had gone through some of the best passages of 

Bacine and Corneille, and then had heard the echo of 

hiß own deep tones in the girPs voice, that modulated 

Itself fäithtuily on bis: — ''^Iä C\i4wö et le Roseau,** 
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that mo8t beautiful of La Fontaine's fables, had been 
recited, well recited bj the tutor, and the pupil had 
animatedlj availed herseif of the lesson. Perhaps a 
simultaneous feeling seized them now, that their 
enthusiasm had kindled to a glow, which the slight 
fuel of French poetrj no longer sufficed to feed; 
perhaps they longed for a trunk of English oak to 
be thrown as a Yule log to the devouring flame. 
Moore observed, — 

"And these are our best pieces! And we have 
nothing more dramatic, nervous, natural!"* 



* Remember, reader, tbat tbe modern French school of poetry 
socb as it is) was yet unl&nown: Lamartine , and Victor HugOf and 
MiUevoye bad Iheir rhymes and their renown to make. Oiherwise 
Louis Moore might partiy have satisfied the longing of his strong lungs 
and large hearl by demanding, in bis deepeat tone: 

**QueIs , sont ces bruits sourds t 

Ecoutez vers l'onde 

Gette voix proronde, 

Qui pleure toujours, 

El qui loujours gronde. 
Quoiqu'un son plus ciair 

Parlois l'inlerrompe, 
Le vent de la mer 

Souffle dans sa trompe.** 

Cr he might have revelled in (be nide vigour of Barbier: 
**• O Gorse ä cheveux plats , que la France ätait belle 
Au grand soleil de Messidorl 
G*6tait une cavale indomptable et rebelle 

Sans frein d'acier ni rönes d'or. 
Une jument sauvage, a la Croupe rastiqae 

Fumanl encore du sang des rois , 
Mais fidre, et d'un pied libre heurtanl le so! antique 
Libre, pourla premiäre fois. 

*' Jamals aucune main n*avait pass6 sur eile 
Pour la flätrir et l'oulrager, 
Jamals ses Larges flancs n'avaient porl^ la seile 
Ni le harnais de T^tranger. 



I 
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And then he smiled and was silent. Eis whole 
nature seemed serenely alight: he stood on the heartfa,* 
leaning his elbow on the mantel-piece , musing not 
unblissfully. 

Twilight was closing on the diminished autumn 
day: the school-room Windows — darkened with creep- 
ing plants, from which no high October winds had 
as yet swept the sere foliage — admitted scarce a 
gleam of sky; but the fire gave light enough to talk 

And now Louis Moore 'addressed his pnpil in 
French; and she answered, at first, with laughing 
hesitation and in broken phrase: Moore encouraged 
while he corrected her; Henry joined in the lesson; 
the two scholars stood opposite the master, their arms 
round each other's waists: Tartar, who long since had 
craved and obtained admission, sat sagely in the ccntre 
of the rüg, staring at the blaze which barst fitful from 
morseis of coal among the red cinders: the group were 
happy enough, but — 

** Pleasures are like poppies spread ; 
You seize the flower — its bloom is sbed.'* 

The dull, rumbling sound of wheels was heard on the 
pavement in the yard. ^ 

"It is the carriage returned," said Shirley; "and 
dinner must be just ready, and I am not dressed.'^ 



Tout son poil älail vierge, et belle, vagabonde 
L'oeil baut, la Croupe en inouvemenl, 

Sur ses jarrels dress^s , eile ^ffrayait le monde 
Du bruit de son heoDissemenl." 
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A servant came in with Mr. Moore's candle and 
tea: for the tutor and bis pupil usually dined at lun- 
cheon time. 

"Mr. Sympson and the ladies are retumed," she 
Said, "and Sir Philip Nunnely is with them." 

"How you did Start, and how your band trembled, 
Shirleyl" said Henry, when the maid had clösed the 
shutter and was gone. "But I know why — don't 
you, Mr. Moore? I know what papa intends. He is a 
little ugly man, that Sir Philip: I wish he had not 
come: I wish sisters and all of them had stayed at De 
Waiden Hall to dine. Shirley should once more have 
made tea for you and me, Mr. Moore, and we would 
have had a happy evening of it." 

Moore was locking up his desk, and putting away 
his St. Pierre, — "That was your plan — was it, my 
boy?" 

"Don't you approve it, Sir?" 

"I approve nothing Utopian. Look Life in its 
iron face: stare Reality out of its brassy countenance. 
Make the tea, Henry; I shall be back in a minute." 

He left the room: so did Shirley, by another door. 



CHAPTER XI. 

PhoBbe. 

Shirlet probably got on pleasantly with Sir Philip 
that evening, for the next moming she came down in 
one of her best moods. 

"Who will take a walk with me?" she asked, after 
breakfast. '^ Isabella and Gertrude — will you?" 

So rare was such an invitation from Miss Keeldar 
to her female cousins, that they hesitated before they 
accepted it. Their mama, however, signifying ac- 
quiescence in the project, they fetched their bonnets, 
and the trio set out. 

It did nbt suit these three young persons to be 
thrown much together: Miss Keeldar liked the Society 
of few ladies: indeed, she had a cordial pleasure in 
that of none except Mrs. Pryor and Caroline Heistone. 
She was civil, kind, attentive even to her cousins; bnt 
still she usually had little to say to thcm. In the 
sunny mood of this particular moming, she contrived 
to entertain even the Misses Sympson. Without de- 
viating from her wonted rule of discussing with them 
only ordinary themes, she imparted to these themes an 
extraordinary interest: the sparkle of her spirit glanced 
along her phrases. 

What made her so joyous? All the cause must 

have been in herseif. The day was not bright; it was 

dim — a pale, waning autumn day: the walks through 

'the dun woods were damip\ iVv^ atmosphere was heavy, 
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the sky overcast; and yet, it seemed that in Shirley's 
heart lived all the light and aznre of Italy, as all its 
fervour laughed in her gray English eye. 

Some directions necessary to be given to her fore- 
man, John, delayed her behind her cousins as they 
neared Fieldhead on their return; perhaps an interval 
of twenty minutes elapsed between her Separation from 
them and her re-entrance into the house: in the mean 
time she had spoken to John, and then she had linger- 
ed in the lane at the gate. A summons to luncheon 
caUed her in: she eiccused herseif from the meal, and 
went up-stairs. 

"Is not Shirley Coming to luncheon?" asked Isa- 
beUa: "she said she was hungry." 

An hour after, as she did not quit her Chamber, 
one of her cousins went to seek her there. She was 
found sitting at the foot of the bed, her head resting 
on her band: she looked quite pale, very thoughtful, 
almost sad. 

"You are not ill?" was the question put 

"A little sick," replied Miss Keeldar. 

Certainly, she was not a little changed from what 
she had been two hours before. 

This change, accounted for only by those three 
words, explained no otherwise; this change — whence- 
ßoever springing, effe9ted in a brief ten minutes — 
passed like no light summer cloud. She talked when 
she joined her friends at dinner, talked as usual; she 
remained with them durin g the evening; when again 
questioned respecting her health, she declared herseif 
perfectly recovered: it had been a mere passing faint- 
ness; a momentary Sensation, not worth a thought: yet 
it was feit there was a difference ia SVuvV^y. 
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The next day — the day — the week — the fort- 
night after — this new and peculiar shadow lingered 
on the countenance, in the manner of Miss Keeldar. 
A Strange quietude settled over her look, her move- 
ments, her very voice. The alteration was not so 
marked as to court or permit frequent questioning, yet 
it was there , and it would not pass away : it hung 
over her like a cloud which no breeze could stir or 
disperse. Soon it became evident that to notice this 
change was to annoy her. First, she shnink from re- 
mark; and, if persisted in, she, with her own peculiar 
hauteur, repelled it. "Was she ill?*' The reply came 
with decision. 

"I am not.^* 

"Did anything weigh on her mind? Had anything 
Iiappend to affect her spirits?" 

She scornfuUy ridiculed the idea. "What did they 
mean by spirits? She had no spirits, black or white, 
blue or gray, to affect." ;, 

"Something must be the matter — she was so al- 
tered." 

"She supposed she had a right to alter at her 
ease. She knew she was plainer: if it suited her to 
grow ugly, why need others fret themselves on the sub- 
ject?" 

"There must be a cause for the change — what 
was it?" 

She peremptorily requested to be let alone. 

Then she would make every effort to appear quite 

gay, and she seemed indignant at herseif that she could 

not perfectly succeed: brief, self-spurning epithets burst 

from her lips when alone: "Fool! Coward!" she would 

term herseif. "Poltroou\" sVi^ would say, "if you 
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must tremble — tremble in secret! Quail where no eye 
sees you!" 

"How dare you" — she would ask herseif — "how 
dare you show yöur weakness and betray your imbe- 
cile anxieties? Shake them off: rise above tbem: if 
you cannot do this, hide them." 

And to hide them, she did her best. She once 
more became resoiutely lively in Company. When 
weary of effort and forced to relax, she sought soli- 
tude: not the solitude of her Chamber — she refused 
to mope, shut np between fonr walls — bnt that wilder 
solitude which lies out of doors, and which she could 
chase, mounted on Zoe, her mare. She took long rides 
of half a day. Her uncle disapproved, but he dared 
not remonstrate: it was never pleasant to face Shirley's 
anger, even wheg she was healthy and gay; but now 
that her face showed thin, and her large eye looked 
hollow, there was something in the darkening of that 
face and kindling of that eye which touched as well as 
alarmed. 

To all comparative strangers who, unconscious of 
the alterations in her spirits, commented on the altera- 
tion in her looks, she liad one reply: 

"I am perfectly well: I have not an ailment" 

And health, indeed, she must have had, to be able 
to bear the exposure to the weather she now encoun- 
tered. Wet or fair, calm or storm, she took her daily 
ride over Stilbro' Moor, Tartar keeping up at her side, 
with bis wolf-like gallop, long and untiring. 

Twice — three times, the eyes of gossips — those 
eyes which are every where: in the closet and on the 
hill-top — noticed that instead of turning on Rush- 
edge, the top-iidge o! Stilbro' M.00T, äV^ ^^^^ Vs^* 
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wards all the way to the town. Seouls were not 
wanted to mark her destination there; it was ascer- 
tained that she alighted at the door of one Mr. Pear- 
son Hall, a solicitor, related to the Yicar of Nunnelj: 
this gentleman and his ancestors had been the agents 
of the Keeldar family for generations back: some 
people affirmed that Miss Keeldar was become inyolved 
in business speculations connected with Hollow's Mill; 
that she had lost money and was constrained to mort- 
gage her land: others conjectured that she was going 
to be married, and that ihe Settlements were preparing. 



Mr. Moore and Henry Sympson were together in 
the school-room: the tutor was waiting for a lesson 
which the pupil seemed busied in preparing. 

'^ Henry, make haste! the afternoon is getting on." 

"Is it, Sir?" 

"Certainly. Are you nearly ready with that lesson?'* 

"No." 

"Not nearly ready?" 

"I have not construed a line." 

Mr. Moore looked up: the boy's tone was rather 
peculiar. 

"The task presents no difficulties, Henry; or if it 
does, bring them to me: we will work together." 

"Mr. Moore, I can do no work." 

"My boy, you are ill." ' 

"Sir^ I am not worse in bodily health than usual, 
but my heart is füll." 

^^Shut the book. Gome hither, Harry. Come to 
tbe ßreside»" 
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Harry limped forward; his tutor placed him a 
chair: his lips were quivering, his ejes brimmlDg. He 
laid his cratch on the öoor, bent down his faead, and 
wept. 

'^This distress is not occasioned hj physical pain, 
you say, Harry? You have a grief: — teil it me." 

^'Sir, I have such a grief as I never bad befcre. 
I wish it could be relieved in some way: I can hardly 
bear it." 

"Who knows but, if we talk it over, we may 
relieve it. What is the cause? Whom does it con- 
cem?" 



The cause, Sir, is Shirley: it concerns Shirley." 
"Does it? .... You think her changed?" 
"All who know her think her changed: you, too, 
Mr. Moore." 

"Not seriously, — no. I see no alteration but 
such as a favourable turn might repair in a few weeks : 
besides, her own word must go for sometbing: she 
says she is well." 

"There it is, Sir: as long as she maintained she 
was well, I believed her. When I was sad out of 
her sight, I soon recovered spirits in her presence. 

Now " 

"Well, Harry, now....? Has she said anything 
to you? You and she were together in the garden 
two hours this morning: I saw her talking, and you 
listening. Now, my dear Harry! if Miss Keeldar has 
said she is ill, and enjoined you to keep her Beeret, da 
not obey her. For her life's sake, avow eveiything. 
Speak, my boy!" 

"5Ae say she is ill! I believe, Sir, if she were 
dying, she wouJd 5iniie, and aver ''l^o^m^ «J^& TSÄr"^ 
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"What have you learned, tken? What new circum- 
- stance ?" 

'^I have learned that she has jast made her will." 

"Made her will!" 

The tutor and the pnpil were silent 

"She told you that?" asked Moore, when some 
minntes had elapsed. 

"She told me quite cheerfully: not as an ominous 
circumstance , which I feit it to he. She said I was 
the only person hesides her solicitor, Fearson Hall, 
and Mr. Heistone and Mr. Yorke, who knew anything 
ahout it; and to me, she intimated, she wished specially 
to explain its provisions." 

"Go on, Harry." 

"'Because,' she said, looking down on me with 
her heautiful eyes, — oh! they are heautiful, Mr. 
Moore! I love them, — I love her! She is my star! 
Heaven must not daim her! She is lovely in this 
World, and fitted for this world. Shirley is not an 
angel; she is a woman, and she shall live with men. 
Seraphs shall not have her! Mr. Moore — if one of 
the ^sons of God,' with wings wide and hright as the 
sky, hlue and sounding as the sea, having seen that 
she was fair, descended to claim her, his claim should 
be withstood — withstood by me — boy and cripple 
,as I am!" 

"Henry Sympson, go on, when I teil you." 

"'Because,' she said, 'if I made no will, and died 
before you, Harry, all my property would go to you; 
and I do not intend that it should be so, though your 
father would like it. But you,' she said, 'will have 
bis YrhoJe estate, which is large — larger than Field- 
bead; jonv sisters wiU Yia\^ hoIVvyu^^ so I have left 
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them some money: though I do not love tliem, both 
together, half so 'much as I love one lock of your fair 
hair.' She said these words, and she called me her 
^darling,' and let me kiss her. She went on to teil 
me that she had left Caroline Heistone some money, 
too; that this manor-honse, with its furniture and 
books, she had bequeathed to me, as she did not 
choose to take the old family place from her own 
blood; and that all the rest of her property, amounting 
to about twelve thonsand pounds, exclusive of the le- 
gacies to my sisters and Miss Heistone, she had willed, 
not to me, seeing I was already rieh, bnt to a good 
man, who would make the best use of it that any hu- 
man being could do: a man, she said, that was both 
gentle and brave, strong and merciful; a man that 
might not profess to be pious, but she knew he had 
the secret of religien pure and undefiied before G-od. 
The spirit of love and peace was with him: he visited 
the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and kept 
himself unspotted from the world. Then she asked, 
'Do you approve what I have done, Harry?' I could 
not answer, — my tears choked me, as they do now." 

Mr. Moore allowed bis pupil a moment to contend 
with and master bis emotion: he then demanded: — 

''What eise did she say?" 

*'When I had signified my füll consent to the con- 
ditions of her will, she told me I was a generous boy, 
and she was proud of me: 'And now,' she added, 'in 
case anything should happen, you will know what to 
say to Malice when she comes whispering hard things 
in your ear, insinuating thatShirley has wronged you; 
that she did not love you. You will know that I did 
love you, Hanj; that no sister coTild ^aN^ \o^^^ 1^>^' 

Shtrley, IL \^ 
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better, my own treasure.' Mr, Moore, Sir, when I 
remember her voice, and recall her look, my heart 
beats as if it would break its strings. She tnay go to 
heaven before me — if God commands it, she must; 
bnt the rest of my life — and my life will not be long — 
I am glad of that now — shall be a straight, quick, 
thoughtful, journey in the path her step has pressed. 
Ithought to enter the vault of the Keeldars before her: 
should it be otherwise, lay my coffin by Shirley's aide." 

Moore answered him with a weighty calm, that 
offered a stränge contrast to the boy's perturbed en- 
thusiasm. 

"You are wrong, both of you — you härm each 
other. If youth once falls under the influence of a 
shadowy terror, it imagines there will never be füll 
sunlight again — its first calamity it fancies will last a 
lifetime. Wliat more did she say? Anything more?" 

"We settled one or two family points between our- 
selves."' 

"I should rather like to know what — ?" 

"But, Mr. Moore, you smile — / could not smile 
to See Shirley in such a mood." 

"My boy, I am neither nervous, nor poetic, nor 
inexperienced. I see things as they are: you don*t, as 
yet. Teil me these family points." 

" Only, Sir, she asked me whether I considered my- 
self most of a Keeldar or a Sympson; and I answered 
I was Keeldar to the core of the heart, and to the 
marrow of the bones. She said she was glad of it; 
for, besides her, I was thfe only Keeldar left in England, 
and then we agreed on some matters." 

"Well?" 

"Well, Sir, that Vi 1 \v\^^ \jö Iwhfirit my fathers 
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estate, and her house, I was to take the name of Keel- 
dar, and to make Fieldhead my residence. Henry Shirley 
Keeldar I said I would be called: and I will. Her name 
and her manor- house are ages old, and Sympson and 
Sympson Grove are of yesterday." 

"Come, you are neither of you going to heaven 
yet. I have the best hopes of you both, with your 
proud distinctions — a pair of half-fledged eaglets. 
Now, what is your inference from all you have told 
me? put it into words," 

"That Shirley .thinks she is going to die." 

"She referred to her health?" 

"Not once; but I assure you she is wasting: her 
hands are growiog quite thin, and so is her cheek." 

"Does she ever complain to your mother or 
sisters?" 

"Never. She laughs at them when they question 
her. Mr. Moore, she is a stränge being — so fair and 
girlish: not a man-like woman at all — not an Amazon, 
and yet lifting her head above both help and sympathy." 

"Do you know where she is now, Henry? Is she 
in the house, or riding out?" 

"Surely not out, Sir — it rains fast.." 

"True: which, however, is no guarantee that she 
is not at this moment cantering over Rushedge. Of late 
she has never permitted weather to be a hinderance to 
her rides." 

"You remember, Mr. Moore, how wet and stormy 
it was lastWednesday? so wild, indeed, that she would 
not permit Zoe to be saddled; yet the blast she thought 
too tempestuous for her mare, she herseif faced on 
fpot: that afternoon she walked nearly as far as Nun- 
nely. I asked hör, when she came in , Vi Ä\ift ^^s» "sv^"^ 
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a&aid of taking cold. 'Not 1/ she said, Mt would be 
too much good luck for me. I don't know, Harry; 
bat the best thing that could happen to me would be 
to take a good cold and fever, and so pass off like other 
Christians.' She is reckless, you see, Sir." 

"Reckless, indeed! Gro and find out where she is; 
and if you can get an opportunity of speaking to her, 
without attracting attention, request her to come here 
a minute." 

"Yes, Sir." 

He snatched his crutch, and started up to go. 

"Harry!" 

He retumed. 

"Do not deliver the message formally. Word it 
as, in former days, you would have worded an ordinary 
summons to the school-room." 

"I see, Sir; she will be more likely to obey." 

"And Harry — " 

"Sir?" 

"I will call you when I want you: tili then, you 
are dispensed from lessons." 

He departed. Mr. Moore, left alone, rose from hts 
desk. 

"I can be very cool and very supercilious with 
Henry," he said. "I can seem to make light of his 
apprehensions, and look down 'du haut de ma gran- 
deur' on his youthful ardour. To him I can speak as 
if, in my eyes, they were both children,. Let me see 
if I can keep up the same röle with her. I have known 
the moment when I seemed about to forget it; when 
Confusion and Submission seemed about to crush me 
with their soft tyranny; when my tongue faltered, and 
/ bave almost let the mautle ^to^^ «lod stood in her 
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presence, not master — no — but something eise. I 
trust I shall never so play the fool: it is well for a Sir 
Philip Nunnelj to redden when he meets her eye: he 
maj permit himself the indulgence of Submission — he 
may even without disgrace suffer his band to tremble 
when it touches hers; but if one of her farmers were to 
show himself susceptible and sentimental, he would 
merely prove his need of a strait waistcoat. So far I 
have always done very well. She has sat near me, and 
I have not shaken — more than my desk. I have en- 
countered her looks and smiles like — why like a 
tutor, as I am. Her händ^ I never yet touched — never 
underwent that test. Her farmer or her footman I am 
not — no serf nor servant of hers have I ever been; 
but I am poor, and it behoves me to look to my self- 
respect — not to compromise an inch of it. What did 
she mean by that allusion to the cold people who pe- 
trify flesh to marble? It pleased me — I hardly know 
why — I would not permit myself to inquire — I never 
do indulge in scrutiny either of her language or coun- 
tenance; for if I did, I should sometimes forget Com* 
mon Sense and believe in Komance. A stränge, secret 
ecstacy steals through my veins at moments: I '11 not 
encourage — I *11 not remember it. I am resolved, as 
long as may be,' to retain the right to say with Paul — 
'I am not maä, but speak forth the words of truth and 
Bobemess.' " 

He paused — listening. 

"Will she come, or will she not come?" he in- 
quired. "How will she take the message? naively or 
disdainfuUy? like a child or like a queen? Both charac- 
ters are in her nature. 

"If ßhe comes, what shall I say to \v^x*^ "Äo^ ^^- 
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count, firstly, for the freedom of the request? Sball I 
apologize to her? I could in all humility; but would 
an apology tend to place us in the positions we ought 
relativelj to occupy in this matter? I must keep up 
the Professor, otherwise — I hear a door — ." He 
waited. Many minutes passed. 

' "She will refuse me. Henry is entreating her to 
come: she declines. My petition is presumption in her 
eyes: let her on/y come, I can teach her to the con- 
trary. I would rather she were a little perverse — it 
wiU Steel me. I prefer her, cuirassed in pride, armed 
with a taunt. Her scorn startles me from my dreams — 
I stand up myself. A sarcasm from her eyes or lips 
puts strength into every nerve and sinew I have. Some 
Step approaches, and not Henry's . . . ." 

The door unclosed; Miss Keeldar came in. The 
message, it appeared, had found her at her needle: she 
brought her work in her band. That day sbe had not 
been riding out: she had evidently passed it quietly. 
She wore her neat indoor ^ress and silk apron. This 
was no Thalestris from the fields, but a quiet domestic 
character from the fireside. Mr. Moore had her at ad- 
vantage: he should have addressed her at once in solemn 
accents, and with rigid mien; perhaps he would, had 
she looked saucy; but her air never showed less of 
crdnerie: a soft kind of youthful shyness depressed her 
eyelid and mantled on her cheek. The tutor stood 
silent. 

She made a füll stop between the door anM bis desk. 

"Did you want me, Sir?" she asked. 

"I ventured, Miss Keeldar, to send fof you — that 
28, to ask an interview of a few minutes." 

She waited: sbe plyedYi^t ü^edla* 
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"WeU Sir (not lifting her eyes) — what about?" 

"Be seated, first. The subject I would broach is 
one of some moment: perhaps I have hardly a right to 
approach it: it is possible I ought to frame an apology: 
it is possible no apology can excnse me. The liberty 
I have taken arises irom a conversation with Henry. 
The boy is unhappy about your health: all your friends 
are unhappy on that subject. It is of your health I 
would speak." 

"I am quite well," she said briefly. 

"Yet changed." 

"That matters to none but myself. We all change." 

"Will you sit down? Formerly, Miss Keeldar, I 
had some influence with you — have I any now? May 
I feel that what I am saying is not accounted positive 
presumption?" 

"Let me read some French, Mr. Moore, or I will 
even take a spell at the Latin grammar, and let us pro- 
daim a truce to all sanitary discussions." 

"No — no: it is time there were discussions." 

"Discuss away, then, but do not choose me for 
your text; I am a healthy subject." 

^^Do you not think it wrong to affirm, and re-affirm, 
what is substantially untrue?" 

"I say I am well: I have neither cough, pain, nor 
fever." 

"Is there no equivocÄtion in that assertion? Is it 
the direct truth?" 

"The direct truth." 

Louis Moore looked at her earnestly. 

"I can myself," he said, "trace no indications of 
actual disease; but why, then, are you altered?" 

''Jm 1 altered?" 
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"We will try: we will seek a proof." 

"How?" 

"I ask, in the first place, do you sleep as jou used 
to do?" 

''1 do not: but it is not because I am ili." 

"Have you the appetite you once had?" 

''No: but it is Hot because J. am ill." 

^'You remember this little ring fastened to my 
wätch-chain? It was my mother's, and is too small 
to pass the Joint of my little finger. Tou have many a 
time sportively purloined it: it fitted your forefinger. 
Try now." 

She' permitted the test: the ring dropped from the 
wasted little hand. Louis picked it up, and re-attached 
it to the chain. An uneasy flush coloured his brow. 
Shirley agaln said: — 

''It is not because I am iU." 

''Not only have you lost sleep, appetite, and fiesh," 
proceeded Moore, "but your spirits are always at ebb: 
besides, there is a nervous älarm in your eye — a 
nervous disquiet in your manner: these . peculiarities 
were not formerly yours." 

"Mr. Moore, we will pause here. You have exactly 
hit it: I am nervous. Now, talk of something eise. 
What wet weather we have! Steady, pouring rain!" 

"yoM nervous! Yes: and if Miss Keeldar is ner- 
vous, it is not without a cause. Let me reach it. Let 
me look nearer. The ailment is not physical: I have 
suspect^d that. It came in one moment. I know the 
day. I noticed the change. Your pain is mental." 

"Not at all: it is nothing so dignified — merely 
nervous. Oh! dismiss the topic." 

^^WhQVL it is exhausted: not tili then. Nervous 
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alarms should alwajs be communicated , that tbey may 
be dissipated, I wisb I bad the gift of persuasion, and 
could incline you to speak willingly. I believe confes- 
sion, in your case, would be balf-equivalent to eure," 

"No," Said Sbirley, abruptly: "I^ wisb tbat were 
at all probable; bnt I am afraid it is not." 

Sbe suspended ber work a moment. Sbe was now 
seated. Resting ber elbow on tbe table, sbe leaned ber 
head on ber band. Mr. Moore looked as if be feit be 
bad at last gained some footing in tbis difücult patb. 
Sbe was serious, and in ber wisb was implied an im- 
portant admission; after tbat, sbe could uo longer affirm 
tbat notking ailed ber. 

Tbe tutor allowed ber some mi'nutes for repose and 
reflection, ere'be retarned to tbe cbtu*ge; once, bis Ups 
moved to speak; but be tbougbt better of it, and pro- 
longed tbe pause. Sbirley lifted ber eye to bis: bad 
be betrayed injudicious emotion, perbaps obstinate per- 
sistence in silence would bave been tbe result; but be 
looked calm, strong, trustwortby. 

^'I bad better teil you tban my aunt," sbe Said, '^or 
tban my cousins, or my uncle: tbey would all make 
sucb a bustle — : and it is tbat very bustle I dread; tbe 
alarm, tbe flurry, tbe ^clat: in sbort, I never liked to 
be tbe centre of a smaU domestic wbirlpool. Tou can 
bear a little sbock — eb?" 

"A great one, if necessary." 

Not a muscle of tbe man's frame moved, and yet 
bis large beart beat fast in bis deep cbest. Wbat was 
sbe going to teil bim? Was irremediable miscbief 
done? / 

"Had I tbougbt it rigbt to go to you, I would 
never bave made a secret of tbe mattet otä xstfstCÄXÄ.^"* 
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she continued: ''I wonld have told at once, and asked 
advice." 

"Why was it not right to come to me?" 

^'It mlght be right — I do not mean tbat; but I 
could not do it. I seemed to have no title to trquble 
you : the mishap concemed me only — I wanted to keep 
it to myself , and people will not let me. I teil you, 
I hate to be an object of worrying attention, or a theme 
for village-gossip. Besides, it may pass away without 
result — God knows!" 

Moore, though tortured with suspense, did not 
demand a quick explanation; he sufifered neither gesture, 
glance, nor word, to betray impatience. His tranquil- 
lity tranqmllized Shirley; his confidenee reassured her. 

^'Great effects may spring from trivial causes," she 
remarked, as she loosened a bracelet from her wrist; 
then, unfastening her sleeve, and partially turning it up, — 

"Look here, Mr. Moore." 

She showed a mark in her white arm; rather a 
deep, though healed up indentation: something between 
a burn and a cut. 

"I would not show that to any one in Briarfield 
but you, because you can take it quietly." 

"Certainly there is nothing in the little mark to 
shock: its history will explain." 

"Small as it is, it has taken my sleep away, and 
made me nervous, thin, and foolish; because, on ac- 
count of that little mark, I am obliged to look forward 
to a possibility that has its terrors." 

The sleeve was readjusted; the bracelet replaced. 

"Do you know that you try me?" he said, smiling. 
"I i^m a patient sort of man, but my pulse in 
quickettiDg.^ 



» 
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"Whatever Lappens, you will befriend me, Mr. 
Moore. You will givie me the benefit .of your self- 
possession, and not leave me at the mercy of agitated 
cowards?" 

^'I make no promise now. Teil me the tale, and 
then exact what pledge you will." 

"It is a very short tale. I took a walk with Isa- 
bella and Gertrude one day, about three weeks ago. 
They reached home before me: I stayed behind to 
speak to John. After leaving him, I pleased myself 
with lingering in the lane, where all was very still and 
shady: I was tired of chattering to the girls, and in 
no hurry to rejoin them. As I stood leaning against 
the gate-pillar, thinking some very happy thoughts 
about my future life — for that morning I imagined 
that events were beginning to turn as I had long wished 
them to turn — " 

"Ah! Nunnely had been with her the evening be- 
fore!" thought Moore, parenthetically. 

"I heard a panting sound; a dog came running up 
the lane. I know most of the dogs in this neighbour- 
hood; it wasPhoebe, one of Mr. SamWynne's pointers. 
The poor creature ran with her head down, her tongue 
hanging out; she looked as if bruised and beaten all 
over. I called her; I meant to coax her into the house, 
and give her some water and dinner; I feit sure she 
had been ill-used: Mr. Sam often flogs his pointers 
cruelly. She was too flurried to know me; and when 
I attempted to pat her head, she turned and snatched 
at my arm. She bit it so as to draw blood, then ran 
panting on. Directly after, Mr. Wynne's keeper came 
Tip, carrying a gun. He asked if I had seen a dog, I 
told him I had seen Phoebe. 
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"'You had better chain upTartar, Ma'am/ he said, 
'and teil your people to keep within the house; I am 
after Fhoebe to shoot her, and the groom is gone an- 
other way. She is raging mad.' 

Mr. Moore leaned back in his chair, and folded his 
arms across his ehest; Miss Keeldar resumed her Square 
of silk canvass, and eontinued the creation of a wreath 
of Parmese violets. 

''And 70U told no one, songht no help, no eure: 
you would not come to me?" 

"I got as far as the school-room door; there my 
courage failed: I preferred to cushion the matter." 

"Why? What can I demand better in this world 
than to be of use to you?" 

"I had no claim." 

"Monstrous! And you did nothing?" 

"Yes: I walked straight into the laundty, where 
they are ironing most of the week, now that I have so 
many guests in the house. While the maid was busy 
crimping or starching, I took an Italian iron from the 
fire, and applied the light scarlet glowing tip to my 
arni: I bored it well in: it cauterlzed the little wound. 
Then I went up-stairs." 

*'I daresay you never once groaned?" 

"I am sure I don't know. I was very miserable. 
Not firm or tranquil at all, I think: there was no calm 
in my mind." 

"There was calm in your person. I remember 
listening the whole time we sat at luncheon, to hear if 
you moved in the room above: all was quiet." 

"I was sitting at the foot of the bed, wishiog 
Fhoebe had not bitten me." 

"And alone! You like solitude." 
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"Pardon me." 

"You disdain sympathy." 

"Do I, Mr. Moore?" 

"With your powerfal mind, you must feel inde- 
pendent of help, of advice, of society." 

" So be it — since it pleases you," 

She smiled. She pursued her embroidery carefully 
and quickly; but her eyelasli twinkled, and then it glit- 
tered, and then.a drop feil. 

Mr. Moore leaned forward on his desk, moved his 
chair, altered his attitude. 

"If it is not so," he asked, with apeculiar, mellow 
change in his voice, "how is it, then?" 

"I don't know." 

"You do know, but you won't speak: all must be 
locked up in yourself." 

"Because it is not worth sharing." 

"Because nobody can give the high price you re- 
quire for your confidence. Nobody is rieh enough to 
purchase it. Nobody has the honour, the intellect, the 
power you demand in your adviser. There is not a 
Shoulder in England on which you would rest your 
band for support — far less a bosom which you would per- 
mit to pillow your head. Of course you must live alone." 

"I can live alone, if need be. But the question is 
not how to live — but how to die alone. That. strikes 
me in a more grisly light." 

"You apprehend the effects of the virus — ? You 
anticipäte an indefinitely threatening, dreadftd doom — ?" 

She bowed. 

"You are very nervous and womanish." 

"You complimented me two minutes since on my 
powerful mind." 
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" You are very womanish. If the whole affair were 
cooUy examined and discussed, I feel assured it would 
iura out tliat tliere is no danger of your dying at alL*' 

"Amenl I am very willing to live, if it please 
God. I have feit life sweet." 

"How can it be otherwise than sweet with your 
endowments and nature? Do you truly expect that 
you will be seized with hydropliobia, and die raving 
mad?" 

"I expect it, and have feared it. Just now, I fear 
nothing." 

"Nor do I, on your account. I doubt whether the 
smallest particle of virus mingled with your blood, and 
if it did, let me assure you that — young, healthy, 
faultlessly sound as you are — no härm l^ill ensue. 
For the rest, I shall inquire whether the dog was really 
mad. I hold she was not mad." 

" Teil nobody that she bit me." 

"Why should I, when I believe the bite innocuous 
as a cut of this penknife? Make yourself easy: / am 
easy, though I value your life as much as I do my 
own Chance of happiness in eternity. Look up." 

"Why, Mr. Moore?" 

"I wish to See if you are cheered. Put your work 
down: raise your head." 

"There — " 

''Look at me. Thank you! And is the cloud 
broken?" 

"I fear nothing." 

''Is your mind restored to its own natural sunny 
clime?" 

"I am very content: but I want your promise." 

'^Dictate." 



PHOSBE. 239 

"Tou >know9 in case the worst I have feared should 
happen, they will smother me. You need not smile: 
tbey will — they always do. My uncle will be füll of 
horror, weakness, precipitation; and that is the only 
expedient which will suggest itself to him. Nobody in 
tbe house will be self-possessed but you: now promise 
to befriend me — to keep Mr. Sympson away from 
me — not to let Henry come near, lest I should hurt 
him. Mind — mind that you take care of yourself, 
too: but I shaU not injure you, I know I shall not. 
Lock the chamber-door against the surgeons — turn 
them out, if they get in. Let neither the young nor 
the old MacTurk lay a finger on me; nor Mr. Graves, 
their colleague; and, lastly, if I give trouble, with your 
own band administer to me a strong narcotic: such a 
sure dose of laudanum as shall leave no mistake. Pro^ 
mise to do this,** 

Moore left bis desk , and permitted himself the 
recreation of one or two turns through the room. 
Stopping behind Shirley's chair, he beut over her, and 
Said, in a low, emphatic voice, — 

"I promise all you ask — without comment, with- 
out reservation." 

^^If female help is needed, call in my housekeeper, 
Mrs. Gill: let her lay me out, if I die. She is at- 
tacbed to me. She wronged me again and again, and 
again and again I forgave her. She now loves me, 
and would not defraud me of a pin: confidence has 
made her honest; forbearance has made her kind- 
hearted. At this day, I can trust both her integrity, 
her courage, and her affection. Call her; but keep 
my good aunt and my timid cousins away. Once more, 
promise." 
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"I promise." 

^'That is good in you," she said, looking up at 
him as he bent above her, and smiling. 

"Is it good? Does it comfort?" 

"Very much. 

"I will be with you — I and Mrs. Gill only — in 
any, in every extremity where calm and fidelity are 
needed. No rash or coward band shall meddle. 

"Yet you think me childish?" 

"1 do." 

"Ah! you despise me." 

"Do we despise children?" 

"In fact, I am neither so strong, nor have I such 
pride in my strength as people think, Mr. Moore ;^ nor 
am I so regardless of sympathy; but when I have any 
grief, I fear to impart it to those I love, lest it shonld 
pain them; and to those whom I view with indifference, 
I cannot condescend to complain. After all, you should 
not taunt me with being childish; for if you were as 
unhappy as I have been for the last three weeks, you 
too would want some friend." 

"We all want a friend, do we not?" 

"All of US that have anything good in our na- 
tures." 

"Well, you have Caroline Heistone." 

" Yes And you have Mr. HaU. 

"Yes Mrs. Pryor is a wise, good woman: she 

can counsel you when you need counsel." 

"For your part, you have your brother Robert." 

"For any right-hand defections, there is the Bev. 
Matthewson Heistone, M. A., to lean upon; for any 
left-hand fallings off, tiiere is Hiram Yorke, £sq. Botb 
eiders pay you homage " 
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"I never saw Mrs. Yorke so motherly to any young 
man as she is to you. I don't know how you have 
wen her höart; but she is more tender to you than 
she is to her own sons. You have, besides, your sister, 
Hortense." 

*'It appears, we are both well provided." 

"iCappears so." 

"How thankful we ought to be!" 

"Yes." 

"How contented!" 

"Yes." ^^^y 

"For my part, iTalmost contented just now, and 
very thankful. Gratiiude is a divine emotion: it fills 
the heart, but not to bursting: it warms it, but not to 
fever. I like to taste leisurely of bliss: devoured in 
haste, I do not know its flavour." 

Still leaning on the back of Miss Keeldar's chair, 
Moore watched the rapid motion of her fingers, as the 
green and purple garland grew beneath them. After a 
prolonged pause, he again asked, — 

"Is the shadow quite gone?" 

"Wholly. As I was two hours since, and as I am 
now, are two diflfcfrent states of existence. I believe, 
Mr. Moore, griefs and fears nursed in silence grow like 
Titan infants." 

"You will cherish such feelings no more in si- 
lence?" 

"Not if I dare speak." 

"In using the word 'rfdre,' to whom do you al- 
lude?" 

"To you." 

"How is it applicable to me?" 

" On acconnt of your austerity and BYvyxv^^Ä*^ 
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"Why am I austere and sliy?" 

"Because you are proud." 

"Why am I proud?" 

"I should like to know: will you be good enough 
to teil me?" 

"Perhaps, because I ampoor, forone reason; povef- 
ty and pride often go together." 

"That is such a nice reason: I should be charmed 
to discover another that would pair with it. Mat^ that 
turtle, Mr. Moore." 

"Immediately. What do you think of marrying to 
sober Poverty many-tinted Capricft?*' 

"Are you capricious?" 

" You are." 

"A libel. I am steady as a rock: fixed as the Polar 
Star." 

"I look out at some early hour of the day, and see 
a fine, perfect rainbow, bright with promise, gloriously 
spanning the bedouded welkin of life. An hour after- 
wards I look again — half the arch is gone, and the 
rest is faded. Still later, the stern sky denies that it 
ever wore so benign a Symbol of hope." 

"Well, Mr. Moore, • you should contend against 
these changeful humours: they are your besetting sin. 
One never knows where to have you." 

"Miss Keeldar, I had once — for two years — a 
pupil who grew very dear to me. Henry is dear, but 
she was dearer. Henry never gives me trouble: she 
— well — she did. I think she vexed me twenty- 
three hours out of the twenty-four — " 

"She was nev^r with you above three hours, or at 
the most six at a time." 

^^She eometimes 8p\\V<id Wv^ dxwigjxt from my cup, 
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and stole the food from my plate; and when she had 
kept me unfed for a daj (and that did not suit me, for 
I am a man accustomed to take my meals witb reason- 
able relish, and to ascribc due importance to the ra- 
tional enjoyment of creature comforts) — :" 

^^I know you do. I can teil what sort of dinners 
you like best — perfectly well. I know precisely the 
dishes you prefer — " 

^^She robbed these dishes of flavour, and made a 
fool of me besides. I like to sleep well. In my quiet 
days, when I was my own man, I never quarrelled 
witb the night for being long, nor cursed my bed for 
its thorns. She changed all this." 

"Mr. Moore — " 

^' And having taken from me peace of mind, and ease 
of life, she took from me herseif; qiiite c^ly, -^ just 6 
as if, when she was gone, the world would be all the 
same to me. I knew I should see her again at some 
time. At the end of two years, it feil out that we 
eneountered again under her own roof, where she was 
mistress. How do you think she bore herseif towards 
me, Miss Keeldar?*' 

"Like one who had profited well by lessons learned 
from yourself." 

"She received me haughtily: she metcd out a wide 
Space between us, and kept me aloof by the reserved 
gesture, the rare and alienated glance, the word calmly 
civiL" 

"She was an excellent pupil! Having seen you 
distant, she at once learned to withdraw. Pray, Sir, 
admire, in her hauteur, ^ careful improvement on your 
own coolness." 

"Conscience, and honour, and tVie mo^l ^^'&^q.'C\r. 
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necessity, dragged me apart from her, and kept me 
sundered with ponderous fetters. She was free: she 
migbt have been dement." 

"Never free to compromise her self-respect: to seek 
where she had been shunned." 

^'Then she was inconsistent: she tantalized as be- 
fore. When I thought I had made up my mind to 
seeing in her only a lofty stranger, she would suddenly 
show me such a glimpse of loving simplicity — she 
would warm me with such a beam of reviving sym- 
pathy, she would gladden an hour with converse so 
gentle, gay, and kindly — that I could no more shut 
my heart on her image, than I could close that door 
against her presence. Explain why she distressed 



me so." 



^'She could not bear to be quite outcast; and then 
she would sometimes get a notion into her head, on 
a cold, wet day, that the school-room was no cheerfnl 
place, and feel it incumbent on her to go and see if 
you and Henry kept up a good fire; and once there, 
she liked to stay." 

'^But she should not be changeful: i\ she came at 
all, she should come oftener." 

"There is such a thing as intrusion." 

"To-morrow, you will not be as you are to-day." 

"I don't know. Wül you?" 

"I am not mad, most noble Berenice! We may 
give one day to dreaming, but the next we must awake; 
and 1 shall awake, to purpose, the morning you are 
married to Sir Philip Nunnely. The fire shines on you 
and me, and shows us very clearly in the glass, Miss 
ITeeldar, and I have been gazing on the picture all the 
tiwe I have been talVing, L.o'öV \v^\ "Wlxat a difference 
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between your head and mine! — I look old for 
thirty!" 

"You are so grave; you have such a Square brow; 
and your face is sallow. I never regard you as a 
young man, nor as Robert*s junior." 

"Don't you? I tliought not. Imagine Robertos 
clear-cut, handsome face looking over my Shoulder. 
Does not the appärition make vividly manifest the ob- 
tuse mould of my heavy traits? There!" (he stÄrted) 
"I have been expecting that wire to vibrate this last 
half hour.". 

The dinner-bell rang, and Shirley rose. 

"Mr. Moore," she said, as she gathered up her 
silks, "have you heard from yoiir brother lately? Do 
you know what he means by staying in town so long? 
Does he talk of returning?" 

"He talks of returning; but what has caused his 
long absence I cannot teil. To speak the truth, I 
thought none in Yorkshire knew better than yourself 
why he was reluctant to come home." 

A crimson shadow passed across Miss Keeldar's 
cheek. 

"Write to him, and urge him to come," she said. 
"I know there has been no impolicy in protracting his 
absence thus far: it is good to let the mill stand, 
while trade is so bad; but he must not abandon the 
county." 

"I am aware," said Louis, "that he had an inter- 
view with you the evening before he left, and I saw 
him quit Fieldhead afterwards. I read his countenance, 
or Iried to read it. He turned from me. I divined 
that he would be long away. Some fine slight fingers 
have a wondrous knack at pulverizing a xj\«jdl«» "W^^ää 
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pride. I suppose Robert put too much trast in bis 
manly beauty and native geotlemanhood. Tbose are 
betler off who, being destitute of advantage, cannot 
cherisb delusion. Bat I will writ«, and say yon ad- 
rise his retnrn." 

"Do not saj / advise bis return, but that bis retnrn 
is odvisable." 

The second bell rang, and Miss Eeeldar obeyed 
its call. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Louis Moore. 

Loüis MoOBE was used to a quiet life: being a 
quiet man, he endured it better than most men would: 
having a large world of bis own in bis own bead and 
beart, be tolerated confinement to a small, still corner 
of the real world very patiently. 

How busbed is Fieldbead tbis evening! AU but 
Moore — MissKeeldar, tbe whole family of tbe Symp- 
sons, even Henry — are gone to Nunnely. Sir Philip 
would have them come: he wished to make them ac- 
quainted with his mother and sisters, wbo are now at 
tbe Priory. Kind gentleman as tbe Baronet is, he 
asked the Tutor too; but the Tutor would much sooner 
have made an appointment with the ghost of the Earl 
of Huntingdon, to meet bim, and a shadowy ring of 
his merry men, under the canopy of the thickest, 
blackest, oldest oak in Nunnely Forest. Yes, be would 
rather have appointed tryste with a phantom abbess, 
or mist-pale nun, among the wet and weedy relics of 
that ruined sanctuary of theirs, mouldering in the core 
of the wood. Louis Moore longs to have something 
near bim to- night: but not the boy- baronet, nor his 
benevolent but stern mother, nor bis patrician sisters, 
nor one soul of the Sympsons. 

Tbis night is not calm : the equinox still stniggles 
in its storms. The wild rains of the day are abated: 
the great Single cloud disparts and rollä ^'n^'j \t^\sw 



/ 

/ 
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heaven, not passing and leaving a sea all sapphire, but 
tossed buoyant before a continued, long-sounding, high- 
rusbing moonligbt tempest. The Moon reigns glorious, 
glad of the gale; as glad as if she gave lierself to bis 
fierce caress witb love. No Endymion will watch for 
bis goddess to-nigbt: tbere are no flocks out on the 
mountains; and it is well, for to-nigbt she welcomes 
^olus. 

Moore - — sitting in tlie scbpol-room — lieard the 
storm roar round the otber gable, and along the ball- 
front: tbis end was sbeltered. He wanted no sbelter; 
be desired no subdued sounds, or screened position. 

"All the parlours are empty," said be: "I am sick 
at beart of tbis cell." 

He left it, and went wbere the casements, larger 
and freer tban tbe brancb- screened lattice of bis own 
apartment, admitted unimpeded tbe dark-blue, the 
silver-fleeced, tbe stirring and sweeping vision of the 
autumn night- sky. He carried no candle: unneeded 
was lamp or fire: tbe broad and clear, tbougb cloud- 
crossed and fluctuating beam of tbe moon sbone on 
every floor and wall. 

Moore wanders tbrougb all tbe rooms: be seems 
following a pbantom from parlour to parlour. In the 
oak-room be stops; tbis is not cbill, and polisbed, and 
fireless like tbe salon: tbä beartb is bot and ruddy; 
tbe cinders tinkle in tbe intense beat of tbeir clear glow; 
near tbe rüg is a little work- table, a desk upon it, a 
cbair near it. 

Does tbe vision Moore bas tracked occupy that 

cbair? You would tbink so, could you see bim Standing 

before it. Tbere is as mucb interest now in bis eye, 

and as much signiücance in bis face^ as if in tbis bouse- 
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Lold solitude he had found a living companion, and 
was going to speak to it. 

He makes discoveries. A bag, a small satin bag, 
hangs on the chair-back. The desk is open, the keys 
äre in the lock; a pretty seai, a silver pen, a crimson 
berry or two of ripe fruit on a green leaf, a small, 
dean, delicate glove — these trifles at once decorate 
änd disarrange the stand they strew. Order forbids 
details in a picture: she puts them tidily away; but 
details give charm. 

Moore spoke. 

"Her mark," he said: "here she has been — care- 
less, attractive thing! — called away in haste, doubt- 
less, and forgetting to retarn and put all to rights. 
Why does she leave fascination in her foot-prints? 
Whence did she acquire the gift to be heedless, and 
never offend? There is always something to chide in 
her, and the reprimand never settles in displeasure on 
the heart; but, for her lover or her husband, when it 
had trickled a while in words, would naturally melt 
from his lips in a kiss. Better pass half an hour in 
remonstrating with her, than a day in admiring 6r 
praising any other woman alive. Am I muttering? — 
soliloquizing? Stop that." 

He did stop it. He stood thinking; and then he 
made an arrangement for his evening's comfort. 

He dropped the curtains over the broad window 
and regal moon: he shut out Sovereign and Court and 
Starry Armies; he added fuel to the hot but fast- 
wasting fire; he lit a candle^ of which there were a 
pair on the table; he placed another chair opposite that 
near the work- stand, and then he sat down. His next 
movement was to take from his pocket a «>tMs5\^ '^ö\ö«w 
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book of blank paper; to produce a pencil; and to begln 
to write in a cramp, compact band. Come near, by 
all means, Reader: do not be shy: stoop over bis 
Shoulder fearlessly, and read as be scribbles. 

"It is nine o'clock; tbe carriage will not retum 
before eleven, I am certain. Freedom is mine tili 
tben: tili then, I may occupy her room; sit opposite 
her chair; rest my elbow on her table; have her little 
mementos about me. 

"I used rather to like Solitude — to fancy her a 
somewhat quiet and serious, yet fair nymph; an Oread, 
descending to me from lone mountain-passes ; some- 
thing of tbe blue mist of hills in her array, and of 
their chill breeze in her breath — but much, also, of 
their solemn beauty in her mien. I once could cburt 
her serenely, and imagine my heart easier when I held 
her to it — all mute, but majestic. 

"Since that day I called S. to me in tbe school- 
room, and she came and sat so near my side; since 
she opened the trouble of her mind to me — asked my 
protection — appealed to my strength: since that boip', 
I abhor Solitude. Cold abstraction — fleshless skeleton 

— daughter — mother — and mate of Death! 

"It is pleasant to write about what is near and 
dear as the core of my heart: none can deprive me of 
this little book, and, through this pencil, I can say to 
it what I will — say what I dare utter to nothing living 

— say what I dare not think aloud. 

"We have scarcely encountered each other since 

that evening. Once, when I was alone in the draw- 

ing-room, seeking a book of Henry's, she entered, 

dressed for a concert at Stilbro*. Shyness — her shy- 

Dess, not mine — drew a silver veil between us. Much 
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cant have I heard and read about 'maiden modesty;' 
but, properly used, and not backneyed, the words are 
good and approprlate words: as she passed to the 
window, after tacitlj but gracefuUy recognising me, I 
coiild call her nothing in my own mind save 'stainless 
virgin:' to my perception, a delicate splendour robed 
her, and tbe modesty of girlhood was her halo. I may 
be tbe most fatuitous, as I am one of the plainest, of 
men; but, in truth, that shyness of hers touched me 
exquisitely: it flattered my finest sensations. I looked 
a stupid block, I dare say: I waa alive witb a life of 
Paradise, as she turned her glance from my glance, 
and softly averted her head to hide the suffusion of her 
cheek. 

"I know this is the talk of a dreamer — of a rapt, 
romantic lunatic: I do dream; I will dream now and 
then; and if she has inspired romance into myprosaic 
composition, how can I help it? 

"What a child she is sometimes! What an un- 
sopbisticated, untaught thing! I see her now, looking 
up into my face, and entreating me to prevent them 
from smothering her, and to be sure and give her a 
strong narcotic: I see her confessing' that she was not 
so self-sufficing, so independent of sympathy, as people 
thought: I see the secret tear drop quietly from her 
eyelash. She Said I thought her childish — and I 
did. She imagined I despised her. — Despised her! 
it was unutterably sweet to feel myself at once near 
her and above her: to be conscious of a natural right 
and power to sustain her, as a husband should sustain 
his wife. 

"I worship her perfections, but it is heriaults, or 
at least her foibles, that bring her neax to xdä — ^^ 
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nestle her to my heart — tliat fold her about with my 
love — and that for a most selfish, but deeply- natural 
reason: these faults are the Steps by which I mount to 
ascendancy over her. If she rose a trimmed, artificial 
mound, without inequality, what vantage' would she 
offer the foot? It is the natural hill, with its mossy 
breaks and hoUows, whose slope mvites ascent — 
whose summit it is pleasure to gain. 

" To leave metaphor. It delights my eye to lock 
on her: she suits me: if I were a king, and she the 
housemaid that swept my palace-stairs — across all 
that Space between us — my eye would recognise her 
qualities; a true pulse would beat for her in my heart, 
though an unspanned gulf made acquaintance im- 
possible. If I were a gentleman, and she waited on 
me as a servant, I could not help liking that Shirley. 
Take from her her education — take her Ornaments, 
her sumptuous dress — all extrinsie advantages — take 
all grace, but such as the symmetry of her form renders 
inevitable; present her to me at a cottage-doör, in 8 
stuff gown; let her öffer me there a draught of water, 
with that smile — with that warm good-will with 
which she now dispenses manorial hospitality — I 
should like her. I should wish to stay an hour: I 
should linger to talk with that rustic. I should npt 
feel as I now do: I should find in her nothing divine; 
but whenever I met the young peasant, it would be 
with pleasure — whenever I left her, it woidd be with 
regret. 

"How culpably careless in her to leave her desk 

open, where I know she has money! In the lock hang 

the keys of aU her repositories, of her very jewel- 

casket There is a purse in that little satin bag: I 
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See the tassel of silver beads hanging out. That 
spectacle would provoke my brother Robert: all her 
little failings would, I know, be a source of irritation 
to him; if they vex me, it is a most pleasurable 
vexation: I delight to find her at fault, and were I 
always resident with her, I am aware she would be 
no niggard in thus ministering to my enjoyment. She 
would jnst give me something to do; to rectify: a theme 
for my tutor-lectures. I never lecture Henry; never 
feel disposed to do so: if he does wrong, — and that 
is very seldom, de€ir excellent lad! — a word suffices: 
often I do no more than shake my head; but the mo- 
ment her 'minois mutin' meets my eye, expostulatory 
words crowd to my lips: from a taciturn man, I be- 
lieve she would transform me into a talker. Whence 
comes the delight I take in that talk? It puzzles my- 
self sometimes: the more cr4ne, malin, taquin is her 
mood, consequently the clearer occasion she gives me 
for disapprobation , the more I seek her, the better I 
like her. She is never wilder than when equipped in 
her habit and hat; never less manageable than when 
she and Zoe come in fiery from a race with the wind 
on the hills; and I confess it — to this mute page I 
may confess it — I have waited an hour in the court, 
for the Chance of witnessing her return, and for the 
dearer chance of receiving her in my arms from the 
saddlie. I have noticed (again, it is to this page only 
I would make the remark) that she will never permit 
any man but myself to render her that assistance. I 
have Seen her politely deeline Sir Philip Nu nnely 's aid: 
shö is always mighty gentle with her young baronet; 
mighty tender of his feelings, forsooth, and of his very 
thin-skinned amour-propre ; I have maxk^d \i«t V^a'^oS^ 
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reject Sam Wynne's. Now I know — mj heart knows 
it, for it has feit it — that she resigns herseif to me 
unreluctantly : is she conscious how my strength re- 
joices to serve her? I myself am not her slave, — I 
declare it, — but my faculties gather to her beauty, 
like the genii to thc glisten of the Lamp. All my 
knowledge, all my prudence, all my calm, and all my 
power, stand in her presence humbly waiting a task. 
How glad they are when a mandate comes! What 
joy they take in the toil she assigns! Does she 
know it? 

^'I have called her careless: it is remarkable that 
her carelessness never compromises her refinement; 
indeed, through this very loophole of character, the 
reality, depth, genuineness of that refinement may be 
ascertained : a whole garment sometimes Covers meagre- 
ness and malformation ; through a rent sleeve, a fair, 
round arm may be revealed. I have seen and handled 
many of her possessions, because they are frequently 
astray. I never saw anything that did not proclaim 
the lady: nothing sordid, nothing soiled; in one sense 
she is as scrupulous as, in another, she is unthinking: 
as a peasant girl, she would go ever.trim and cleanly. 
Look at the pure kid of this little glove, — at the 
fresh, unsullied satin of the bag. 

"What a differenee there is between S. and that 
pearl C. H.! Caroline, I fancy, is the soul of con- 
scientious punctuality and nice exactitude; she would 
precisely suit the domestic habits of a certain fasti- 
dious kinsman of mine: so delicate, dexterous, quainf« 
quick, quiet; all done to a minute, all arranged to a 
strawbreadth : she would suit Robert; but what could 
/ do with anything so nearly faultless? She is my 

\ 
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equal; poor as myself; she is certainly pretty: a little 
Rafifaelle head hers; Rafiaelle in feature, quitc English 
in expression: all insular grace and purity; but where 
is there änything to alter, anything to endure, any- 
thing to reprimand, to be anxious abont? There she 
is, a lily bf the Valley, untinted, needing no. tint. 
What change could improve her? What pencil dare to 
paint? My sweetheart, if I ever have one, must bear 
nearer affinity to the rose: a sweet, lively delight 
guarded with prickly peril. My wife,if I ever marry, 
must stir my great frame with a sting now and then: 
she must furnish use to her husband's vast mass of 
patience. I was not made so endurlng to be mated 
with a lamb: I should find more congenial respon- 
sibility in the Charge of a young lioness or leopardess. 
I like few things sweet, but what are likewise pungent; 
few things bright, but what are likewise bot. I like 
the summer-day, whose sun makes fruit blush and 
cörn blanch. Beauty is never so beautiful as when, if 
I teaze it, it wreathes back on me with spirit. Fas« 
cination is never so imperial as when, roused and half- 
ireful, she threatens transformation to fierceness. I 
fear I should tire of the mute, monotonous inliocence 
of the lamb; I should ere long feel as burdensome the 
nestling dove whicli never stirred in my bosom; but 
my patience would exult in stilling the fiutterings and 
training the energies of the restless merlin. In ma- 
naging the wild instincts of the scarce manageable 
*bete fauve,' my powers would revel. 

*'Oh, my pupil! Oh, Peru too mutinous for 
heaven — too innocent for hell! never shall I do more 
than see. and worship, and wish for thee. Alas! know- 
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ing I could make thee happy, will it be mj doom to 
See thee possessed by those who have not that power? 

"However kindly the band — if it is feeble, it can- 
not bend Shirley; and she mu^ be bent: it cannot curb 
her, and she must be curbed. 

"Beware! Sir Philip Nannely! I never see you 
Walking or sitting at her side, and observe her lips 
compressed, or her brow knit, in resolute endurance of 
some trait of your character which she neither admires 
nor Hkes; in determined toleration of some weakness 
sho believes atoned for by a virtue, but which annoys 
her, despite that belief: I never mark the grave glow 
of her face, the unsmiling sparkle of her eye, the slight 
recoil of her whole frame when you draw a little too 
near, and gaze a little too expres'sively, and whisper a 
little too warmly: I never witness these things, but I 
think of the fable of Semele reversed. 

"It is not the daughter of Cadmus I see; nor do 1 
realize her fatal longing to look on Jove in the ma- 
jesty of bis godhead. It is a priest of Juno that Stands 
before me, watching late and lone at a shrine in an 
Argive temple, For years of solitary ministry, he has 
lived on dreams: there is divine madness upon him: he 
loves the idol he serves, and prays day and night that 
bis frenzy may be fed, and that the Ox-eyed may smile 
on her votary. She has heard; she will be propitious. 
All Argos slumbers. The doors of the temple are 
shut; the priest waits at the altar. 

"A shock of heaven and earth is feit — not by the 
slambering city; only »by that lonely watcher, brave 
and unshaken in bis fanaticism. In the midst of si- 
lence, with no preluding sound, he is wrapt in sudden 
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llght Through the roof — through the rent, wide- 
jawning, vast, white -blazing blue of heaven above, 
pout^ a wondrous descent — dread as the down-* 
rushing of Stars. He has, what he asked: withdraw — 
forbear to look — I am blinded. I hear in that fane 
an unspeakable sound — would that I could not 
hear it! I see an insufferable giory burning ter- 
rlbly between the pillars. Gods be merciful, and 
quench it! 

'^A pious Argive enters to make an early ofifering 
in the cool dawn of morning. There was thunder in 
the night: the holt feit here. The shrine is shivered: 
the marble pavement round, split and blackened. Sa- 
tumia's statue rises chaste, grand, untouched: at her 
feet, piled äshes lie pale. No priest remains: he who 
watcbed will be seen no more. 



"There is the carriage! Let me lock up the 
desk and pocket the keys: she will be seeking them 
to-morrow: she will have to come to me. 1 hear 
her — 

"*Mr. Moore, have you seen my keys?' 

"So she will say in her clear voice, speaking with 
reluctance, looking ashamed, conscious that this is the 
twentieth time of asking. I will tantalize her: keep 
her with me, expecting, doubting; and when I do 
restore them, it shäll not be without a lecture. Here 
is the bag, too, and the purse; the glove — pen — 
seal. She shall wring them all out of me slowly luid 
separately: only by confession, penitence, öntreaty. I 
never can touch her band, or a ringlet of her Ke^^ <yc 

Shirlep. Jl VI 
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a ribbon of her drefis, but I will make privilegcs for 
myseH: everj feature of her face, her bright eyes, her 
Hps, shall go through each change they know, for my 
pleasure: display each exquisite varie^ of glance and 
eorve, to deligfat — thriU — perhaps, more hopelesslj 
to enehaitt me. If I must be her slave, I will not lose 
my freedom for nothing." 

He locked the desk, poeketed all the property, and 
weaU 



CHAPTER XDL 

Rusbedge , a confessional. 

EysBTBODT Said it was high ünie*for Mr. Moore 
to return home: all Briarfield wondered at his stränge 
absence, and Whinbury and Nunnely bronght each its 
separate contribution of aniazement. 

Was it known whj he stajed awaj? Tes: it was 
known twenty — forty times oyer; there being, at 
least, forty plausible reasons adduced to account for 
the unaccountable circumstance. Business, it was not 
— iAat the gossips agreed: he had achieved the bnsi- 
ness on which he departed long ago: his fonr ring- 
leaders he had soon scented out and run down ; he had 
attended their trial, heard their conviction and sentence, 
and Seen them safely shipped prior to transportation. 

This was known at Briarfield: the newspapers had 
reported it: the "Stilbro* Courier" had giyen erery 
particolar, with amplifieations. None applauded his 
perseyerance or haiied his suceess^ though the mtll-^ 
owners were glad of it, trosting that the terrors of 
Law yindicated would henceforward paralyze the sinister 
yalour of disafifection. Disafiection, howeyer, was still 
heard muttering to himself. He swore orainous oaths 
oyer the drugged beer of alehonses, and drank stränge 
toasts in fiery British gin. 

One report ^firmed that Moore dared not come ta 
Yorkshire: he knew his life was not worth aa hour'a 
pnrchase, i£ he did.. 
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"I'll teil him that," said Mr. Yorke, when his fore- 
man tnentioned the rumour; '^and if that does not bring 
him home fuU-gallop — nothing will." 

Either that or some other motive prevailed, at last, 
to recall him. He announeed to Joe Scott the day he 
should arrive at Stilbro', desiring his hackney to be 
sent to the "George** for his accommodation; and Joe 
Scott having informed Mr. Yorke, that genüeman made 
it in his way to meet him. 

It was« market- day: Moore arrived in time to take. 
his usaal place at the market dinner. As somethiog 
of a stranger — and as a man of note and action — 
the assembled manafacturers received him with a cer- 
tain distinction. Some ■ — who in public would scarcely 
have dared to acknowiedge his acquaintance, lest a 
little of the hate and vengeance laid up in störe for 
him should perchance have fallen on them — in private 
hailed him as in some sort their champion, When the 
wine had circulated, their respect would have kindled 
to enthusiasm, had ^ot Moore's unshaken non,chalance 
held it in a damp, low, smouldering State. 

Mr. Yorke — the permanent president of these 
dinners — witnessed his young friexid*s b^^ring with 
Qxceeding complacency. If one thing could stir his 
temper or excite his contempt more than another, it 
was to See a man befooled by flattery, or elate with 
popularity. If one thing smoothed, soothed, and 
charmed him especially, it was the spectacle of a. public 
character incapable of reiishing his publicity: incapable, 
I say; disdain would but have incensed — it was in- 
difierence that appeased bis rough spirit. 

Robert, leaning back in his chair, quiet and almost 
sarly, while the cloth\eT& «itvd blanket-makers vaunted 
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bi8 prowess and rebearsed his deeds — many of them' 
interspersing their flatteries with coarse inTectives 
agamst the operative class — was a delectable sight 
for Mr. Yorke. His heart tingled with the pleasing 
oonvictiou that these gross eulogiums shamed Moore 
deeplj, and made him half scorn himself and his work. 
On abuse, on reproach, on calumny, it is easj to 
smile; but painful indeed is the paneg3rric of those we 
contemn. Often had Moore gazed with a brilliant 
conntenance over howling crowds from a hostile 
hostings: he had breasted the storm of unpopularity 
with gallant bearing and soul elate; but he drooped 
bis head under the half-bred tradesmen's praise, and 
shrank chagrined before their congratulations. 

Yorke could not help asking him how he liked his 
enpporters, and whether he did not think they did 
honour to his cause. ^^But it is a pity, lad," he added, 
^^that you did not hang these four samples of the 
Unwashed. If you had managed that feat, the gentry 
here would have riven the liorses out of the coach, 
yoked to a score of asses, and drawn you into Stilbro* 
like a conqnering general." 

Moore soon forsook the wine, broke from the 
party, and took the road. In less^than ^'v^ minutes 
Mr. Yorke foUowed him: they rode out of Stilbro' 
together. 

It was early to go home, but yet it was late in the 
day: the last ray of the sun had already faded from 
the doud-edges, and the October night was casting 
over the moorlands the shadow of her approach. 

Mr. Yorke — moderately exhilarated with his mo- 
derate libations, and not displeased to see young 
Moore agaitt in Yorkshire, and lo \ä\^ "Vivdcl Vst Xsä 
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comrade during the long ride home — took the dis- 
course much td himself. He touched brieflj, but 
scoffingljr on the trials and the convictlon; he passed 
thence to the gossip of the neighbourhood, and, ere 
long, he attacked Moore on bis own personal con- 
cerns. 

"Bob, I believe you are worsted; and you deserve 
it. All was smooth. Fortune had fallen in love with 
you: she had decreed you the first prize in her wheel 
— twenty thousand pounds: she only required that 
you should hold your band out and take it. And 
wbat did you do? You called for a horse and rode 
a-hunting to Warwickshire. Your sweetheart — For- 
tune, I mean — was perfectly indulgent. She said, 
'I '11 excuse bim: he 's young.' She waited like 
^Patience on a monument,' tili the chase was over, 
and the vermin-prey run down. She expected you 
would come back then and be a good lad: you might 
still have had her first prize. 

"It capped her beyond expression, and me too, 
to find that, instead of thunderlng home in a break- 
neck gallop, and laying your assize-laurels at her 
feet, you coolly took coach up to London. What 
you have done there, Satan knows: nothing in this 
World, I believe, but sat and sulked: your face was 
never lily-fair, but it is olive-green now. You 're not 
as bonnie as you were, man." 

"And who is to have this prize you talk so much 
about?" 

"Only a baronet: that is all. I have not a doubt 
in my own mind you 've lost her: she will be Lady 
Nunnely before Christmas." 

^^Heml Quite proba\Ae." 



-'I 
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^^But sbe need not to have been. Yaol of a lad! 
I swear yoH unght liave had her!" 

"B7 what token, Mr. Yorke?" 

"B7 every token. B7 the ligbt of ber eyes, the 
red of ber cbeeks: red tbey grew wben your name was 
mentioned, tbougb of custom tbey are pale." 

**My cbance is quite over, I suppose?" 

^^It ougbt to be; but try: it is wortb trying. 1 
call tbis Sir Pbilip milk and water. And tben be 
T^rites verses, tbey say — tags rbymes. You are above 
tbat, Bob, at all events." 

^'Would you advise me to propose, late as it is, 
Mr. Yorke? at tbe eleventb hour?" 

"You can bat make tbe experiment, Robert. If 
sbe bas a fancy for you — and, on my conscience, I 
believe sbe bas, or had — sbe will forgive much. But 
my lad, you are laugbing: is it at me? You had better 
gim at your own perverseness. I see, bowever, you 
langb at tbe wrong side of your moutb: you bave as 
sour a look at tbis moment as one need wisb to see." 

"I bave so quarrelled witb myself, Yorke. I bave 
so kicked against tbe pricks, and struggled in a strait 
waistcoat, and dislocated my wrists witb wrenching 
them in bandcuffs, and battered my bard bead, by 
driving it against a barder walL" 

"Ha! I'm glad to bear tbat Sharp exercise yon'! 
I bope it bas done you good; ta'en some of tbe self- 
conceit out of you?" 

"Self-conceit! What is it? Self-respect, self-tole- 
rance, even, what are tbey? Do you seil tbe articles? 
Do you know anybody wbo does? Give an indication: 
tbey would find in me a liberal cbapman. I '^oxsl^i 
pari witb my last guinea tbis nunule to bu-j?* 
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"Is it SO with you, Robert? I find tliat spicj. 
I like a man to spcak bis mind. Wbat bas gone 
wrong?" 

"Tbe macbineiy of all my nature; the wbole 
enginery of tbis-buman mill: tbe boiler, wbicb I take 
to be tbe beart, is fit to burst." 

"Tbat suld be putten i' print: it's striking. It's 
almost blank verse. Ye '11 be jingling into poetry just 
e' now. If tbe affiatus comes, give way, Robert; never 
beed me: I'll bear it tbis wbet (time)." 

. "Hideous, abborrent, base blunder! You may com- 
mit in a moment wbat you will nie for years — what 
life cannot canceL" 

t 

"Lad, go on. I call it pie, nuts, sugar-candy. I 
like tbe taste uncommonly. Go on: it will do you 
good to talk: the moor is before us now, and there iB 
no life for many a mile round." 

"I will talk. I am not asbamed to teil. There is 
a sort of wild cat in my breast, and I choose that yoQ 
fihall bear how it can yell." 

"To me it is music. What grand voices you and 
Louis have! Wben Louis sings — tones off like a soft, 
deep bell, IVe feit myself tremble again. The night 
is still: it listens: it is just leaning down to you, like 
a black priest to a blacker penitent. Confess, lad: 
smooth naught down: be candid as a convicted, jus- 
tified, sanctified methody at an experience-meeüng' 
Make yourself as wicked as Beelzebub: it will ease 
your mind." 

"As mean as Mammon, you would say. Yorke, 

if I got off borseback and laid myself down across 

tbe road, would you have tbe goodness to gall(>p over 

jne — backwards and lorwax^a — ^wsX. \.^^\iLVs^^3mft8?*' 
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"Wr all the pleasure in life, if there were no such 
thing as a coroner's inquest." 

"Hiram Yorke, I certamly believed she loved me. 
I have Seen her eyes sparkle radiantly when she has 
found me out in a crowd: she has flushed up crimson 
when she has ofifered me her hand, and said, 'How do 
you do, Mr. Moore?' 

"My name had a magical influence over her: when 
others uttered it, she changed countenance, — I know 
she did. She pronounced it herseif in the most musical 
of her many musical tones. She was cordial to me; 
she took an interest in me; she was anxious about me; 
she wished me well; she sought, she seized every op- 
portunity to benefit me. I considered, paused, watched, 
weighed, wondered: I could come to but one condu- 
sion — this is love. 

"I looked at her, Yorke: I saw, in her, youth and 
a species of beauty. I saw power in her. Her wealth 
ofifered me the redemption of my honour and my Stand- 
ing. I owed her gratitude. She had aided me sub- 
stantiaily and efifectually by a loan of five thousand 
pounds. Could I remember these things? Could I 
beUeve she loved me? Could I hear wisdom urge me 
to marry her, and disregard every dear advantage, dis- 
believe every flattering Suggestion, disdain every well- 
weighed counsel, turn and leave her? Young, grace- 
ful, .gracious, — my benefactress , attached to me, 
enamoured of me, — I used to say.so to myself: dwell 
on the word; mouth it over and over again; swell over 
it with a pleasant, pompous complacency, — with an 
admiration dedicated entirely to myself, and ufiimpaired 
even by esteem for her: indeed, I smiled in deep secrecy 
at her naivet^ and flimplicity, in bein^ 1\ä to^X. Aö Vs^^> 
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and to show it. That whip of yours seems to have a 
good heavy handle, Yorke: yow can swing it abont 
your head and knock me out of the saddle, if you 
choose. I should rather relish a loundering whack." 

^'Tak' patience, Robert, tili the moon rises, and I 
can See you. Speak piain out, — did you love her, er 
not? I could like to know: I feel curious." 

" Sir .... Sir — I say — ehe is very pretty, in her 
own style, and very attractive. She has a look, at 
times, of a thing made out of fire and air, at which I 
stand and marvel, without a thought of clasping and 
kissing it. I feit in her a powerful magnet to my in- 
terest and vanity: I never feit as if nature meant her 
to be my other and better seif. When a question oa 
that head rushed upon me, I flung it ofif, saying brutallj, 
I should be rieh with her, and ruined without her: 
vowing I would be practical, and not romantie." 

"A very sensible resolve. What mischief came of 
it, Bob?" 

"With this sensible resolve, I walked up to Field- 
bead one night last August: it was the very eve of my 
departure for Birmingham, — for — you see — I wanted 
to secure fortune's splendid prize: I had previously 
despatched a note, requesting a private interview. I 
found her at home, and alone. 

"She received me without embarrassment, for she 
thought I came on business : / was embarrassed enough, 
but determined. I hardly know how I got the Operation 
over; but I went to work in a hard, firm fashion, — 
frightful enough, I daresay. I sternly offered myself — 
my fine person — with my debts, of course, as a settle* 
ment 

*^It vexed me; it kinöl^d. titj Vt^^ ^ ^nd that she 
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nelther blushed, trembled, nor looked down. She re- 
sponded: — 

"'I doubt whether I have understood you, Mr. 
Moore.' 

"And I had to go over the whole proposal twice, 
and Word it as plainly as A B C , before she would fully 
take it in. And then, what did she do? Instead of 
faltering a sweet Yes, or maintaining a soft, confused 
sileuoe (which would have been as good) she started 
up, WÄlked twice fast through the room, in the way 
that ske only does, and no other woman, and ejacu- 
lated, — 

" 'God bless me!' 

"Yorke, I stood on the hearth, backed by the man- 
telpiece; against it I leaned, and prepared for anything 
— everything. I knew my doom, and 1 knew myself. 
There was no misunderstanding her asp^ct and voice. 
She stopped and looked at me. 

"'God bless me!' she pitilessly repeated, in that 
shocked, indignant, yet saddened accent. 'Yöu have 
made a stränge proposal: — stränge from you: and if 
you knew how strangely you worded it, and looked it^ 
you would be startled at yourself. You spoke like a 
brigand who demanded my purse, rather than like a 
lover who asked my heart.' 

"A queer sentence, was it not, Yorke? and I knew, 
as she uttered it, it was true as queer. Her words 
were a mirror in which I saw myself. 

"I looked at her, dumb and wolfish: she at once 
enraged and shamed me. 

" 'G^rard Moore, you know you don't love Shirley 
Keeldar.' I might have broken out into false-swearing: 
vowed that I did Ioyq her; but 1 coxüL^ noX. Xv^ vcw Vsst 
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pnre face: I could not perjure mjself in her truthful 
presence. Besides, such hoUow oaths would have been 
yain as void: ehe would no more have believed me 
than she would have believed the ghost of Judas, had 
he broken from the night and stood before her. Her 
female heart had finer perceptions than to be cheated 
into mistaking mj half-coarse, half-cold admiration, 
for true-throbbing, manly love. 

"What next happened? you will say, Mr. Yorke. 

"Why, she sat down in the window-seat and cried. 
She cried passiönately : her ejes not only rained, but 
lightened. They flashed, open, large, dark, haughtj, 
upon me: they said — 'You have pained me: you have 
outraged me: you have deceived me. 

'^She added words soon to looks. 

" 'I did respect — I did admire — I did like you,' 
she Said: 'yes — as much as if you were my brother: 
and you — you want to make a speculation of me. You 
would immolate me to that mill — your Moloch!' 

'^ I had the common sense to abstain from any word 
of excuse — any attempt at palliation: I stood to be 
scorned. 

"Sold to the devil for the time being, I was cer- 
tainly infatuated: when J did speak, what do you think 
I Said? 

" 'Whatever my own feelings were, I was persuaded 
you loved me, Miss Keeldar.' 

"Beautiful! — was it not? She sat quite confounded. 
^Is it Bobert Moore that speaks?' I heard her mutter. 
*Is it a man — or something lower?» 

" 'Do you mean,' she asked aloud — 'do you mean 
jon thought I loved you as we love those we wish to 
inarry?' 



\ 
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'^It u>as my meaning; and I said so. 

*^ ^ You conceived an idea obnoxious to a woman's 
feelings,' was her answer: ^jou have announced it in a 
lashion revolting to a woman's soul. Ton insinuate 
tJiat all the frank kindness I have shown yon has been 
11 complicated, a bold, and an immodest manoeuvre to 
en&nare a husband: you imply that at last you come 
here out of pity to offer me your band, because I have 
courted you. Let me say this: — Your sight is jaun- 
diced: you have seen wrong. Your mind is warped: 
you have judged wrong. Your tongue betrays you: 
ypu now speak wrong. I never loved you. Be at rest 
there. My heart is as pure of passion ior you as yours 
ts barren of affection for me.' 

"I hope I was answered, Yorke? 

^^'I seem to be a blind, besotted sort of person,' 
was my remark. 

^^^ Loved you!* she cried. *Why, I have been as 
frank with you as a sister — never shunned you — 
never feared you. You cannot/ she affirmed, trium- 
phautly — *you cannot make me tremble with your 
Coming, nor accelerate my pulse by your influence.* 

'^I alleged, that often, when she spoke to me, she 
biushed, and that the sound of my name moved her. 

" 'Not for your sake!' she declared, briefly: I urged 
explanation, but could get none. 

'''When I sat beside you at the sehool-feast, did 
you think I loved you then? When I stopped you in 
Maythorn-lane, did you think I loved you then? When 
[ called on you in the counting-house — when I walked 
with you on the pavement — did you think I loved 
you then?' 

^'So she queBtioned me: and I aald^l ^\^. 
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"Bjr the Lord! Yorke — she rose — she grew 
lall — she expanded and refined älmost to flame: there 
was a trembltng all through her, as in live coal, when 
its vivid vermilion is hottest. 

" *That is to say, that you have the worst opinion 
of me: that you deny me the possession of all I valne 
most. That is to say, that I am a traitor to all my 
sisters: that I have acted as no woman can act, without 
degrading herseif and her sex: that I have soaght where 
the incorrupt of my kind naturally scorn and abhor to 
seek.' She and I were silent, for many a minute. 
'Lucifer — Star of the Morning!' she went on, 'thou 
art fallen. You — once high in my esteem — are 
hurled down : you — once intimate in my friendship — 
are cast out. Go!* 

"I went not: I had heard her voice tremble — seen 
her lip quiver: I knew another storm of tears would 
fall; and then, I believed, some calm and some sun- 
shine must come, and I would wait for it. 

'^As fast, but more quietly than before, the wann 
rain streamed down: there was another sound in her 
weeping — a softer, more regretful sound. Whüe I 
watched, her eyes lifted to me a gaze more reproachfol 
than haughty — more mournful than incensed. 

" *0h, Moore!" said she: 'it was worse than Et tu, 
Brüte!' 

'^I relieved myself by what should have been a sigh, 
but it beeame a groan. A sense of Cain-like desolation 
made my breast ache. 

"'There has been error in what I have done,' I 
Said, 'and it has won me bitter wages; which I will go 
and spend far from her who gave them.' 

*^I took my hat. All tke time, I could not have 
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bome to dep&rt so; and I believed she woold not let 
me. Nor would she, but for the mortal pang I had 
given her pride, tbat cowed her compassion and kept 
her silent. 

*'I was obliged to turn back of my own accord 
when I reached the door, to approach her and to say, 
*Forgive me.' 

*"I could, if there was not myself to forgive, too/ 
was her reply; 'but to mislead a sagacious man so far, 
I must have done wrong.' - 

"I broke out suddenly with some declamation I do 
not remember: I know that it was sincere, and that my 
wish and aim were to absolve her to herseif: in fact, 
in her case, self-accusation was a chimera. 

*'At last, she extended her band. For the first 
tnae , I wished to take her in my arms and kiss her. 
I did kiss her band many times. 

'^'Some day we shaU be friends again,' she said, 
'when you have had time to read my actions and mo- 
tives in a true light, and not so horrtbly to misinter- 
pret them. Time may give you the right key to all: 
theo, perhaps, you will eomprehend me; and then we 
shall be reconciled.' 

"Farewell drops rolled slow down her cheeks: she 
wiped them away. 

"'I am sorry for what has happened — deeply 
sorry,' she sobbed. So was I, God knows! Thus were 
we severed." 

*'A queer tale!" commented Mr. Yorke. 

" 'I '11 do it no more," vowed bis companion: "never 
more will mention marriage to a woman, unless I feel 
love. Henceforth, Ct*edit and Commerce may tak« care 
of themselVes. Bankruptey may come y»\\«i i& \^a^Ä• 
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I have done with slavisb fear of disaster. I mean to 
work diligently, wait patientlj, bear steadily. Let the 
worst come — I will take an axe and an emigrant's 
berth, and go out witb Louis to tbe West — he and I 
have settied it No woman shall ever again look at 
me as Miss Keeldar looked — ever again feel towards 
me as Miss Keeldar feit: in no woman's presence will 
I ever again stand at once such a fool an^ such a 
knave — such a brüte and such a puppy." 

"TutI" said the imperturbable Yorke, "you make 
too much of it; but still, I say, I am capped: firstly, 
that she did not love you; and, secondly, that you did 
not love her. You are both young ; you ai'e both hand- 
some; you are both well enough for wit, and even for 
temper — take you on the right side: what ailed you, 
that you could not agree?" 

"We never have been — never could be at kome 
with eaeh other, Yorke. Admire each other as we 
might at a distance, still we jarred when we came very 
near. I have sat at one side of a room and observed 
her at the other; perhaps in an excited, genial moment, 
when she had some of her favourites round her: her 
old beaux, for instance, yourself and Heistone, with 
whom she is so playful, pleasant, and eloquent. I have ' 
watched her when she was most natural, most lively, 
and most lovely; my judgment has pronounced her 
beautiful: beautiful she is, at times, when her mood 
and her array partake of the splendid. I have drawn 
a little nearer, feeling that our terms of acquaintance 
gave me the right of approach; I have joined the circle 
round her seat, caught her eye, and mastered her atten- 
tion; then we have conversed; and others — thinking 
me, perhapSj peculiarly privileged — have withdrawn 
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bj degrees, and left ns alone. Were we happj thus 
left? For mjself, I must say, No. Alwajs a feeling 
of constraint came over me; always I was disposed to 
be Stern and stränge. We talked politics and business: 
no soft sense of domestic intimacy ever opened our 
hearts, or thawed our language, and made it flow easy 
and limpid. If we had confidences, thej were con- 
fidences of the counting-house,- not of tbe beartb. No- 
tbing in ber cberisbed aflection in me — made me better, 
gentler: sbe onlj stirred my brain and wbetted my 
acuteness: sbe never crept into my beart or influenoed 
its pulse; and for tbis good reason, no doubt, because 
I bad not tbe secret of making ber love me/' 

^'Well, lad, it is a queer tbing. I migbt laugb at 
thee, and reckon to despise tby refinements; but as it 
is dark nigbt and we are by ourselves, I don't mind 
telling tbee tbat tby talk brings back* a glimpse of my 
own past life. Twenty-five years ago, I tried to per- 
suade a beautiful woman to love me, and sbe would 
not. I bad not tbe key to ber natnre: sbe was a stone 
wall to me, doorless and windowless." 

"But you loved Aer, Yorke: you worsbipped Mary 
Cave: your conduct, after all, was tbat of a man — never 
of a fortune-bunter." 

"Ay! I did love ber; but tben sbe was beautiful 
as tbe moon we do not see to-nigbt: tbere is naugbt 
like ber in ihese days: Miss Heistone, maybe, bas a 
look of ber, but nobody eise." 

"Wbo bas a look of ber?" 

"Tbat black-coated tyrant's niece; tbat quiet, delicate 
Miss Heistone. Many a time I bave put on my spec- 
taeles to look at tbe lassie in cburcb, because sbe bas 
gentle blue een, wi' long lasbes*, aod) ^Yisci ^^ «^ \&> 

ShirUsy. //. \% 
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shadow, and is very still and Tery pale, and is, happen, 
about to fcdl asleep wi' the length of the sermon and 
the heat of the biggin' — she is as like oneof Canova*s 
marfoles as aught else.'^ 

"Was Mary Cave in that style?" 

"Far grander I Less lass-like and flesh-like. Yon 
wondered why she hadn't wings and a crown. She 
was a stately, peaceful angel — was my Mary." 

**And you conld not persuade her to love yon?" 

"Not with all I could do; though I.prayed Heayen 
many a time, on my bended knees, to help nae." 

"Mary Cave was not what you think her, York« 

— I have Seen her picture at the Rectory. She is no 
angel, but afair, regular-featrired,tacitiirn-looking woman 

— rather too white and lifeless for my taste. But — 
sapposing she had been something better than «he was — ** 

"Robert," interrupted Yorke, "I could feil you off 
your horse at this moment. However, I '11 hold my 
band. Reason tdUs me you are right, and I am wrong. 
I know well enough that the passion I still have is 
only the remnant of an Illusion. If Miss Cave had 
possessed either feeling or senfie, she could not haye 
been so perfectly impassible to my regard as she showed 
herseif — she must have preferred me to that copper- 
faced despot." 

"Supposing, Yorke, she had been educated (so 
women were educated in those days); supposing she 
had possessed a thoughtful, original mind, a love of 
knowledge, a wish for Information, which she took an 
artless delight in receiving from your Ups, and having 
measured out to her by your band; supposing her con- 
versation — when she sat at your side — was ferüle, 
rariedf imbued with a pletowaque graoe and genial 
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interest, quiet-flowing but dear and bonntepns; sup- 
posing that wfaen jou stood Dear her bj chance, or 
when you sat near her by design, comfort at once be- 
came your atmosphere^ and content your element; sup- 
posing that whenever her face was under your gaze, or 
her idea fiUed your thoughts, you gradually ceased to 
be hard and anxious, and pure affection, love of home, 
thirst for sweet discourse, unselfish longing to protect 
and cherish, replaced the sordid, cankering calculations 
of your trade; supposing — with all this — that many 
a time, when you had been so happy as to possess 
your Mary's little band, you had feit it tremble as you 
held it — just as a warm little bird trembles when you 
take it from its nest; supposing you had noticed her 
shrink into the background on your entrance into a 
room, yet if you sought her in her retreat she welcomed 
you with the sweetest smile that ever lit a fair virgin 
face, and only turned her eyes from the encounter of 
your own, lest their clearness shouid reveal too much; 
supposing, in short, your Mary had been — not cold, 
but modest; not vacant, but reflective; not obtuse, but 
sensitive; not inane, but innocent; not prudish, but 
pure — would you have left her tp court another wo- 
man for her wealth?*' 

Mr. Yorke raised his hat, wiped his for^ead with 
liis bandkerchief. 

'^The moott is up," was his first not quite rdeyant 
remark, pointing with his whip across the moor. 
^^There she is, rising into the haze, staring at us wi' a 
Strange red glower. She is no more silver than oid 
Helstone's brow is ivory. What does she mean by 
leaning. her cheek on Rushedge i' that waj, and looking 
at US wi' a scowl and a menace?" 
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"Yorke, if Mary had loved you silently, yet faith- 
fully — chastely, yet fervenüy — as you would wish 
yoor wife to love, would you have left her?" 

''Robert!" he lifted his arm: he held it suspended 
and paused. ''Robert! this is a queer world, and men 
are made of the queerest dregs that Chaos churned up 
in her ferment. I might swear sounding oaths — oaths 
that would make the poachers think there was a bittem 
booming in Bilberry Moss — that, in the case you put, 
Death oniy should have parted me from Mary. Bat I 
have lived in the world fifty-five years; I have been 
forced to study human nature; and — to speak a dark 
truth — the odds are, if Mary had loved and not 
scomed me; if I had been secure of her afiection, certain 
of her constancy, been irritated by no doubts, stung 
by no humiliations — the odds are" (he let his band 
fall heavy on the saddle) — "the odds are, I should 
have left her!" 

They rode side by side in silence. Ere either spoke 
again, they were on the other side of Rushedge: 
Briarfield Üghts starred the purple skirt of the moor. 
Robert, being the youngest, and having less of the past 
to absorb him than his comrade, recommenced first 

"I believe — I daily find it proved — that we can 
get nothing in this world worth keeping, not so much 
as a principle or a conviction, except out of purifying 
fiame, or through strengthening perll. We err; we fall; 
we are humbled — then we walk more carefuUy. We 
greedily eat and drink poison out of the gilded cup of 
vice, or from the beggar's wallet of avarice; we are 
sickened, degraded; everything good in us rebeis against 
us; our souls rise bitterly ludv^tiaxit against cur bodies; 



RÜSHEDGE, ▲ OONFESSIONAL. 277 

there is a period of civil war; if the sonl has strength, 
it conqners and niles thereafteri" 

"What art thou going to do now, Robert? What 
are thy plans?" 

^'For my private plans, I '11 keep them to myself; 
which is very easy, as at present I have none: no pri- 
vate life is permitted a man in my position, a man ii^ 
debt. For my public plans, my views are a little 
altered. While I was in Birmingham, I looked a little 
into reality, considered closely, and at their source, the 
causes of the present troubles of this country; I did 
the Same in London. Unknown, I could go where I 
pleased, mix with whom I would. I went where there 
was want of food, of fuel, of clothing; where there was 
no occupation and no bope. I saw some, with natu- 
rally elevated tendencies and good feelings, kept down 
amoDgst sordid privations and harassing griefs. I saw 
many originally low, and to whom lack of education 
left scarcely anything but animal wants, disappointed 
in those wants, ahungered, athirst, and desperate as 
famished animals: I saw what tatight my brain a new 
lesson, and filled my breast with fresh feelings. I have 
no intention to profess more softness or sentiment than 
I have hitherto professed; mutiny and ambition I regard 
as I have always regarded them: I should resist a 
riotous mob just as heretofore: I should open on the 
seent of a runaway ringleader as eagerly as ever, and 
mn him down as relentlessly, and foUow him up to 
condign punishment as rigorously; but I should do it 
now chiefly for the sake and the security of those he 
misled. Something there is to look to, Yorke, beyond 
a man's personal interest: beyond the advancement of 
well-laid Schemen; beyond even the di&diBix^^ q\ ^v 



278 8HIBLEY. 

honouring debts. To respect himself^ a mt 
believe he renders justice to bis fellow-men. 1 
am more considerate to ignorance, more forbei 
suffering tban I bave bitherto been, I sball scor 
as grossly unjust. What now?" be said, ad 
bis borse wbicb, bearing tbe ripple of water, am 
tbirsty, tumed to a way-side trougb, wbere tb 
beam was plajing in a crystal eddy. 

"Yorke," pursued Moore, "ride on: I i 
bim drink," . 

Yorke accordingly rode slowly forwards, o< 
bimself, as be advanced, in discriminating, amo 
many ligbts now spangling tbe distance, tbose < 
mains. Stilbro' Moor was left bebind; plantati 
dusk on eitber band; tbey were descending 
below tbem lay tbe Valley witb its populous 
tbey feit already at bome. 

Surrounded no longer by beatb, it was not 
to Mr. Yorke to see a bat rise, and to beai 
speak bebind tbe wall. Tbe words, bowevi 
peculiar. 

"Wben tbe wicked perisbetb, tbere is sbou 
said; and added, ^^As tbe wbirlwind passetb, 
wicked no more (witb a deeper growl); terr 
bold of bim as waters; bell is naked before b 
sball die witbout knöwledge." 

A fierce flasb and sbarp crack violated tb( 
nigbt. Yorke, ere be tumed, knew tbe four 
of Birmingbam were avenged. 
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CHAPTER XIV, 

Uncle and ufece. 

The die was cast Sir Philip Nunnely küew it: 
Shirley knew it: Mr. Sympfion knew it. That evening, 
when all the Fieldhead faxniiy dined at Nunnely Priory, 
decided the business. 

Two or three things caaduced to bring the baro- 
net to a point. He had observed that Miss Keeldar 
looked pensive and delicate. This new phase in her 
demeanonr smote him on his woak or poetic side: a 
spontaneous sonnet brewed in his brain; and while it 
was still working there, one of his sisters persuaded 
his lady-love to sit down to the piano and sing a 
ballad — one of Sir Philipps own ballads. It was the 
least elaborate, the least aiSected — out of all compa- 
rison the best of his numerous efforts. 

It chanced that Shirley, the moment before, had 
been gazing from a window down on the park; she 
had Seen that stormy moonlight which "le Professeur 
Louis" was, perhaps, at the same instant contemplating 
from her own oak>parlour lattice; she had seen the 
isolated trees of the domain — broad, strong, spread* 
ing oaks, and high-towering heroic beeches — wres- 
tling with the gale. Her ear had caught the füll roar 
of the forest lower down; the swift rushing of douds, 
the moon, to the eye, hasting swifter still, had crossed 
her Vision: she tnrned from sight and sound — touched^ 
if not rapt — wakened, if not ins^^ire^. 
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She sang, as requested. There was much about 
loVe in the ballad: faithfnl love that refosed to aban- 
don its object; love that disaster could not shake; love 
that, in calamify, waxed fonder, in povertj düng 
closer. The words were set to a fine old air — in 
themselves thej were simple and sweet: perhaps, when 
read, thej wanted force; when well sung, thej wanted 
nothing. Shirlej sang them well: she breathed into 
the feeling, softness; she poured round the passion, 
force: her voice was fine that evening; its expression 
dramatic: she impressed all, and charmed one. 

On leaving the instmment, she went to the fire, 
and sat down on a seat — semi-stool, semi-cushion: 
the ladies were round her — none of them spoke. 
The Misses Sjmpson and the Misses Nunnelj looked 
upon her, as quiet poultrj might look on a egret, an 
ibis, or any other stränge fowl. What made her sing 
so? They never sang so. Was it proper to sing 
with such expression, with such originality — so un- 
like a school-girl? Decidedlj not: it was stränge; it 
was unusual. What was stränge must be wrong; 
what was unusuai must be improper. Shirlej was 
judged. 

Moreover, old Lady Nunnely eyed her stonily from 
her great chair by the fireside: her gaze said, — 

'^This woman is not of mine, or my daughter*s 
kind: I object to her as my son's wife." 

Her son catching the look, read its meaning: he 
grew alarmed: what he so wished to win, there was 
danger he might lose. He must make haste. 

The room they were in had once been a picture- 

gallery. Sir Phiiip's father — Sir Monckton — had 

coüverted it into a saloon*, Wl ^IvVV \t Viad a shadowy, 
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long-withdrawmg look. A deep recess with a win- 
dow — a recess that held one couch, one table, and a 
fairy cabinet, formed a room within a room. Two 
persona Standing there might interchange a dialogue, 
and, so it were neither long nor loud, none be the 
wiser. 

Sir Philip induced two of bis sisters to perpetrate 
a duet; he gave occupation to the Misses Sympson: 
the eider ladies were conversing together. He was 
pleased to remark that, meantime, Shirley rose to 
look at the pictures. He had a tale to teil about one 
ancestress, whose dark beauty seemed as that of a 
flower of the south: he joined her, and began to 
teil it. 

There were mementos of the same lady in the ca- 
binet adoming the recess; and while Shirley was 
stooping to examine the missal and the rosary on the 
inlaid shelf, and while the Misses Nunnely indulged in 
a prolonged screech, guiltless of expression, pure of 
originality, perfectly conventional and absolutely an- 
meaning, Sir Philip stooped too, and whispered a few 
hnrried sentences. At first, Miss Keeldar was Struck 
so still, you might have fancied that whisper a charm 
which had changed her to statue; but she presently 
looked up and answered« They parted. Miss Keel- 
dar retumed to the fire, and resumed her seat: the 
baronet looked after her, then went and stood behind 
bis sisters. Mr. Sympson — Mr. Sympson only — 
had marked the pantomime. 

That gentleman drew bis own condusions. Had 
be been as acute as he was meddling, as profound as 
be was prying, he might have found that in Sir Phir 
lip's face wherebj to correct bis mieT^iic^. lEi^^t ^ömj^.- 
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low, hasty, and positive, he went home quite cock^a- 
hoop. 

He was not a man that kept secrets well: when 
elate on a subject, he conld not avoid talklng abont it 
The next morning, having occasion to employ his 
son's tutor as his secretary, he must needs announce 
to him, in mouthing accents, and with much flimsj 
pomp of manner, that he had better hold himself pre- 
pared for a return to the south, at an early daj, as 
the important business which had detained him (Mr. 
Sympson) so long in Yorkshire, was now on the eve of 
fortunate completion: his anxioas and laborions efiorts 
were likely, at last, to be crowned with the happiest 
success : a truly eligible addition was about to be made 
to the family connections." 

"In Sir Philip Nunnely?" Louis Moore con- 
jectured. 

Whereupon Mr. Sympson treated himself simul- 
taneously to a pinch of snuff and a chuckling laugh, 
checked only by a sudden choke of dignity, and an 
Order to the tutor to proceed with business. 

For a day or two, Mr. Sympson continned ai 
bland as oil; but also he seemed to sit on pins, and 
his galt, when be walked, emulated that of a hen tread- 
ing a bot girdle. He was for ever looking out of the 
window, and listening for cbariot-wheels : Bluebeard's 
wife — Sisera's mother — were nothing to him. He 
waited when the matter should be opened in form; 
when himself should be consulted; when lawyers should 
be summoned; when settlement discussions, and all 
the delicious worldly fuss should pompously begin. 

At last there came a letter; he himself handed it 
to MisB Keeldar out oi iVie ba^\ he knew the band- 
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writing; he knew the crest on the seal. He did not 
See it opened and read, for Shirley took it to her own 
room; nor did he see it answered, for she wrote her 
reply shut np , and was very long ahout it, — the best 
part of a day. He questioned her whether it was an- 
swered; she responded "Yes." 

Again he waited — waited in silence — absolutely 
not däring to speak: kept mute by something in Shir- 
ley's face, — a very awful something — inscrutable to 
him as the writing on the wall' to Belshazzar. He 
was moved more than once to call Daniel, in the per- 
Bon of Louis Moore, and to ask an interpretation ; but 
his dignity forbade the familiarity. Daniel himself, 
perhaps, had his own private difficulties connected 
with that bafiling bit of translatiön: he looked like a 
Student for whom grammars are blank, and dictiona- 
ries dumb. 



Mr. Sympson had been out, to while away an 
Einxious hour in the Society of his friends at De Waiden 
Sali. He returned a little sooner than was expected; 
bis family and Miss Keeldar were assembled in the 
oak-pariour; addressing the latter, he requested her to 
5tep with him into another room: he wished to have 
writh her a ^^strictly private interview." 

She rose, asking no questions, and professing no 
Burprise. 

"Very well, Sir," she said, in the tone of a deter- 
mined person, who is informed that the dentist is come 
to öxtract that large double tooth of his, from which he 
iias suffered such a purgatory this iiioxv\)a. ^«äV ^cä 



284 SHIBLET* 

left her sewing and her thimble in the window-seat, 
and followed her unde where he led. 

Shnt into the drawing-room, the pair took seats, 
each in an arm-chair, placed opposite, a few yards be- 
tween them. 

''I have been to De Waiden Hall/* said Mr. 
Sympson. He pansed« Miss Keeldar's eyes were on 
the pretty white and green carpet. That information 
required no response: she gave none. 

"I have learned," he went on, slowly, — "I have 
leamed a circumstance which surprises me." 

BesUng her cheek on her forefinger, she waited to 
be told what circnmstance« 

^'It seems that Nunnely Priory is shut np; that 
the family are gone back to their place in — shire. 
It seems that the baronet — that the baronet — that 
Sir Philip himself has accompanied his mother and 
sisters." 

"Indeed!" said Shirley. 

'^May I ask if you share the amazement with which 
I received this news?" 

"No, Sir." 

"/* it news to you?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"I mean — I mean — " pursued Mr. Sjrmpson, 
now fidgetting in his chair, quitting his hitherto brief 
and tolerably clear phraseology, and returning to his 
customary wordy, confused, irritable style; "I mean to 
have a thorough explanation. I will not be put off. 
1 — I — shall insist on being heard; and on — on 
having my own way. My questions must be answered. 
I will have clear, satisfactory repUes. I am not to bo 
triüed wlih. Silencel 
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^'It is a Strange and an extraordinary thing — a 
very Singular — a most odd thing! I thougbt all 
was right: knew no other: and there — the familj 
are gone!" 

"I suppose, Sir, they had a right to go." 

^'Sir Philip is g^oneT* (with emphasis). 

Shirley raised her brows: "Bon voyage!" said she. 

''This will not do: thiis must be altered, Ma'am." 

He drew bis chair forward; be pnshed it back; he 
looked perfectly incensed, and perfectly belpless. 

"Come, come, now, uncle,^ expostulated Shirley, 
"do not begin to fret and fume, or we shall make no 
Sense of the business. Ask me what you want to 
know: I am &s willing to come to an explanation as 
you: I promise you truthful replies." 

"I want — I demand to know, Miss Keeldar, 
wbetber Sir Philip bas made you an offer?" 

"Öe bas." 

"You avow it?" 

"I avow it. But now, go on: consider that point 
settled." 

"He made you an offer that night we dined at the 
Priory?" 

"It is enougb to say that he made it. Go on." 

"He proposed in the recess — in the room that 
used to be a picture-gallery — that SirMonckton con- 
verted into a saloon?" 

No answer. 

"You were botb examining a cabinet: I saw it all: 
my sagacity was not at fault — it never is. Subse- 
quently, you received a letter from him. On what 
fiubject — of what nature were the contents?" 

"No matter." 



» 
>» 
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"Ma'am, is that the way in wbich you speak to 
ine?" 

Shirley's foot tapped quick on the carpet. 

"There you sit, silent and sullen — you who pro- 
mised truthful replies!" 

"Sir, I have answered you üius far: proceed," 

"I should like to see that letter." 

"You cunnot see it." 

"I must and shall^ Ma'am. I am your guardian. 

"Having oeased to be a ward, I have no guardian. 

"IJngrateful being! Eeared by me as my own 
daughter — " 

"Once more, uncle, have the kindness to keep to 
the point. Let us both remain cool. For my part, I 
do not wish to get into a passion; but, yeu know. 
once drive me beyond certain bounds, I eare little 
what I say: I am not then soon checked. Listen! 
You have asked me whether Sir Philip made me an 
offer: that question is answered. What do you wish 
to know next?" 

"I desire to know whether >you accepted or refused 
him? — and know it I will." 

"Certainly: you ought to know it. I refused 
him." 

"Refused himJ You — yo«, Shirley Keeldar, 
refused Sir Philip Nunnely?" 

"I did." 

The ipoor gentleman bounced from bis chair, and 
first rushed, and then trotted, through the room. 

"There it is! There it is! There it k!" 

"Sincerely speaking, I am sorry, uncle, you are 
so disappointed." 

Concession — contrition - never do any good with 
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some people. Instead of ,softening and condliating, 
they but embolden and harden them: of that number 
was Mr. Sympson. 

"/ disappointed ! What is it to me? Have / an 
interest in it? You would insinuate, perhaps, tbat I 
liave motives?" 

"Most people have motires, of some sort, for their 
actions." 

"She accuses me to my face! I — that have been 
a parent to her — ■. she charges with bad motives!" 

^^ßad motives, 1 did not say." 

"Andnowyou prevaricate. You have no principles ! " 

"üncle, you tire me: I want to go away." 

"Go you shall notl I will be answered. What are 
your intentions, Miss Keeldar?" 

*'In what respect?" 

"In 'respect of matrimony." 

"To be quiet — and to do just as I please/* 

"Just as you please! The words are to the last 
degree indecorous." 

"Mr. Sympson, I advise you not to become insult- 
ing; you know, I will not bear that." 

"You read French. Your mind is poisoned with 
Freneh novels. You have imbibed French principles." 

"The ground you aretreading now returns a mighty 
hollow sound uhder your feet. Bewarel" 

"It will end in infamy, sooner or later: I have 
foreseen it all along.'' 

"Do you assert, Sir, that something in which / am; 
concerned will end in infamy?" 

"That it will — that it will. You said just now 
^ou would acft as you please» You acknowiedge no 
rules — no limitatibns." 
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*Silly stuff! and vulgär as sillyl" 

'^Regardless of decorum, you are prepared to fly in 
the face of propriety." 

"You tire me, uncle." 

"What, Madam — wkat could be your reasons for 
refusing Sir Philip?" 

^^At last, there is another sensible question: I shall 
be glad to reply to it. Sir Philip is too young for me: 
I regard him as a boy: all his relations — his mother, 
especially — woüld be annoyed if he married me : such 
a Step would embroil him with them: I am not his 
equal in the world's estimation." 

"Is that all?" 

"Onr dispositions are not compatible." 

"Why, a more amiable gentieman never breathed." 

"He is very amiable — very excellent — truly esti- 
mable, but not my master: not in one point. I conld 
not trust myself with his happiness : I would not under- 
take the keeping of it for thousands: J will accept no 
band which cannot hold me in check." 

"I thought you liked to do as you please: you are 
vastly inconsistent." 

"When I promise to obey, it shall be under the 
conviction that I can keep that promise: I could not 
obey a youth like Sir Philip. Besides, he would never 
command me: he would expect me always to rule — to 
guide, and I have no taste whatever for the office." 

"Fotf no taste for swaggering, and subduing, aod 
ordering, and ruling?" 

"Not my husband: only my uncle." 

"Where is the difference?" 

"There is a slight difference: that is certain. And 
I know füll well, any man who wishes to live in decent 
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comfort with me as a husband must be able to con- 
trol me." 

"I wish you had a real tyrant." 

"A tyrant would not hold me for a day — not for 
an hour. I would rebel — break from him — defy 
him." 

'^Are you not enough to bewilder one's brain with 
your self-contradiction?" 

"It is evident I bewilder your brain." 

"You talk of Sir Philip being young: he is two- 
and-twenty." 

"My husband must be thirty, with the sense of 
forty." 

"You had better pick out some old man — some 
white-headed or bald-headed swain." 

"No, thank you." 

"You could lead some doting fool: you might pln * 
him to your apron." 

"I might do that with a boy; but it is not my 
Yocation. Did I not say I prefer a master? One in 
whose presence I shall feel obliged and disposed to be 
good. One whose control my impatient temper must 
acknowledge. A man whose approbation can reward — 
whose displeasure punish me. A man I shall feel it 
impossible not to love, and very possible to fear." 

"What is there to hinder you from doing all this 
with Sir Philip? He is a baronet; a man of rank, pro- 
perty, connections, far above yours. If you talk of in- 
tellect, he is a poet: he writes verses; which you, I 
take it, cannot do, with all your clevemess." 

"Neither his title, wealth, pedigree, nor poetry, 
avail to invest him with the power I describe. These 
are teather-weighta: they want ballaat: ä tcäsävä^ ^^ 

SAir/ey. JI, \^ 
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sonnd, solid, practical sense would liave stood him in 
better stead with rae." 

"You and Henry rave about poetry: you used to 
catch fire like tinder on the subject when you were a 

girl." 

"Oh! uncle, there is nothing really valuable in this 
World, there is nothing glorious in the world to come, 
that is not poetry!" 

"Marry a poet, then, in God's name!" 

"Show him me, and 1 will." 

"Sir Philip." 

"Not at all. Ton are almost as good a poet as 
he." 

"Madam, you are wandering from thß point." 

"Indeed, uncle, I wanted to do so; and I shall be 
glad to lead you away with me. Do not let us get 
out of temper with each other: it is not worth while." 

"Out of temper, Miss Keeldar! I should be glad 
to know who is out of temper?" 

"/ am not, yet" 

"If you mean to insinuate that /am, I consider 
that you are guilty of impertinence." 

"You will be soon, if you go on at that rate." 

"There it is! With your pert tongue, you would 
try the patience of a Job." 

"I know I should." 

"No levity, Miss! This is not a laughing matter. 
It is an affair I am resolved to probe thoroughly, con- 
vinced that there is mischief at the bottom. You 
described just now, with far too much freedom for 
ypur years and sex, the sort of individual you would 
prefer as a husband. — Pray, did you paint from the 
life?" 
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Shirley opened her lips; but instead of speaking, 
she ojilj glowqd rose- red, 

^'I shall have au ans wer to that qnestion," affirmed 
Mr. Sympson, assummg vast courage and consequence 
on the strength of this Symptom of confusion. 

^^It was an historical picture, uncle, from several 
Originals.'^ 

"Several Originals! Bless my heart!" 

"I have bcen in iove several times." 

"This is cynical." 

"With heroes of raany nations." 

"What next — ?" 

"And philosophers»" 

"Shebmad— " 

"Don't ring the bell, unde; you will alarm my 
aunt." 

"Your poor dear aunt, what a niece has she!" 

"Once I loved Socrates." 

^'Pooh! No trifling, Ma'am." 

"I admired Themistocles, Leonidas, Epaminondas." 

"Miss Zeeldar — " 

"To pass over a few centuries, Washington was a 
piain man, but I liked him: but, to speak of the actual 
present — " 

"Ah! the actual present." 

"To quit crude school-girl fancies, and come to 
realities." 

"Realities! That is the test to which you shall be 
brought, Ma'am." 

"To avow before what altar I now kneel — to 
reveai the present idol of my soul — " 

"You will make haste about it, if you ^leas^V \\. Vss» 
near luncheon time, and confess you sKalL*^^ 
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"Confess, I must: my heart is füll of the secret; it 
must be spoken: I only wish you were Mr. Heistone 
instead of Mr. Sympson, you would sympatbize with 
me better." 

^' Madam — it is a question of common sense and 
common prudence, not of sympathy and sentiment, and 
so on. Did you say it was Mr. Heistone?" 

"Not precisely, but as near as may be: they arc 
rather alike." 

"I will know the name — 1 will liave particulars." 

"They positively örc. rather alike; their very faces 
are not dissimilar — a pair of human falcons — and 
dry, direct, decided both. But my hero is the mightier 
of the two: bis mind has the clearness of the deep sea, 
the patience of its rocks, the force of its billows." 

"Rant and fustian!" 

"I daresay he can be.harsh as a saw-edge, and 
gruff as a hungry raven." 

"Miss Keeldar, does the person reside in Bi4ar- 
field? ans wer me that." 

"üncle — I am going to teil you — bis name is 
trembling on my tongue." 

"Speak, girl!" 

"That was well said, uncle. 'Speak, girl!' it ia 
quite tragic. England has howled savagely against 
this man, uncle; and she will one day roar exultingly 
over bim. He has been unscared by the howl, and he 
will be unelated by the shout." 

"I said she was mad — she is." 

"This country will change and change again in 
her demeanour to bim: he will never change in bis 
daty to her. Come, cease to chafe, uncle, I '11 teil yon 
hia name. 
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"You shall teil me, or — ' 

"Listen! Arthur Wellesley, Lord Wellington.' 

Mr. Sympson rose up furious: he bounced out of 
the room, but immediately bounced back again, shut 
the door, and resumed his seat 

"Ma'am, you shall teil me this: will your prin- 
ciples permit you to marry a man without money — a 
man below you?" 

"Never a man below me." 

(In a high voiee.) "Will you, Miss Keeldar, marry 
a poör man?'' 

"What right have you, Mr. Sympson, to ask me?" 

"I insist upon knowing." 

"You don't go the way to know." 

"My family respectability shall not be compro- 
mised." 

"A good resolution: keep it." 

"Madam, it is you who shall keep it" 

"Impossible, Sir, since I form no part of your 
famUy." 

"Do you disown us?" 

"I disdain your dictatorship.' 

"Whom will you marry, Miss Keeldar?' 

"Not Mr. Sam W3mne, because I scorn him: not 
Sir Philip Nunnely, because I only esteem him." 

*'Whom have you in your eye?" 

"Four rejected candidates." 

"Such obstinacy could not be, unless you were 
Under improper infiuence." 

•"What do you mean? There are certain phrases 
potent to make my blood boil, improper influence! 
AVhat old woman's cackle is that?" 

"Are you a joung lady?" 



» 

»» 
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^'I am a thousand times better: I am an honest 
woman, and as such I will be treated." 

^^Do you know (leaning mysteriously forward, and 
speaking with ghastly solemnity), do you know the 
whole neighbourhood leams with romours respecting 
you and a bankrapt tenant of yours — the foreigner 
Moore?" 

"Does it?" 

"It does. Your name is in every mouth." 

^^It honoors the Ups it crosses, and I wish to the 
gods it may porify them." 

"Is it that person who has power to influence you?" 

"Beyond any whose cause you have advocated." 

"Is it he you will marry?" 

"He is hajidsome, and manly, and commanding." 

"You declare it to my face. The Fiemish knave! 
The low trader!" 

"He is talented, and venturous, and resolute. Frince 
is on bis brow, and ruler in bis bearing." 

"She glories in it! She conceals nothing I No 
shame, no fear!" 

" When we speak the name of Moore, shame should 
be forgotten and fear discarded: the Moores know only 
honour and courage.' 

"I say she is mad.' 

"You have taunted me tili my blood is up. You 
have worried me tili I turn again." 

"Tbat Moore is the brother of my son's tutor. 
Would you let the Usher call you Sister?" 

Bright and broad shone Shirley's eye, as she fixed 
it on her qüestioner now. 

"No: no. Not for a province of possession, — not 
for a Century of life." 



99 
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You caonot «eparate the husband from his fa- 
mily." 

"What, then?" 

"Mr. Louis Moore's sUter you will be." 

"Mr. Sjrmpson I am sick at heart with all 

thifi weak trash: I will bear no more. Your thoughts 
are not my tboughts, your aims are not my aims, your 
gods are not my gods. We do not vlew things in the 
same light; we do not measure them by the same 
Standard; we hardly speak in the same tongue. Let 
US part. 

"It is not," she resumed, much excited. "It is 
not that I hate you; you are a good sort of man: 
p^haps you mean well in your way; but we cannot 
suit: we are ever at variance. You annoy me with 
small meddling, with petty tyranny; you exasperate 
my temper, and make and keep me passionate. As 
to your small maxims, your narrow rules, your little 
prejudices, aversions, dogmas, bündle them off: Mr. 
Sympson — go, offer them a sacrifice to the deity you 
worship; I'll none of them: I wash my hands of the 
lot. I walk by another creed, light, faith, and hope 
than you." 

"Another creed! I believe she is an infidel." 

^'An infidel to your religion; an atheist to your 
god." 

*'j4n — atheist nr 

"Your god, Sir, is the World. In my eyes, you 
too, if not an infidel, are an idolater: I conceive that 
you ignorantly worship: in all things you appear to 
to me too superstitious. Sir, your god, your great 
Bei, your fish-tailed Dagon, rises before me as a de- 
mon. YoUy and such as you, hav^ xai&^d Vräs^x^ ^ 
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throne, put on him a crown, giyen bim a sceptre« £e- 
liold how hideously he governs! See hhn busied at 
the work he likes best — making marriages. He binds 
the young to the old, the strong to the imbecile. He 
Stretches out the arm of Mezentius, and fetters the 
dead to the living. In bis realm, there is hatred — 
secret hatred: there is disgust — unspoken disgust: 
there is treachery — family treachery: there is vice — 
deep, deadly, domestic vice. In bis dominions, children . 
grow unloving between parents who have never loved: \1 
infants are nursed on deception from their very birth; ' 
they are reared in an atmosphere corrupt with lies. 
Your god rules at the bridal of kings — look at your 
royal dynastiesl your deity is the deity of foreign aris- 
tocracies — analyze the blue blood of Spain! Your 
god- is the Hymen of France — what is French do- 
mestic life? All that surrounds bim hastens to decaj: 
all declines and degenerates under bis sceptre. Your 
god is a masked Death." 

'^This language is terrible! My daugbters and yoa 
must associate no longer, Miss Keeldar: there is danger 
in such companionship. Had I known you a little 
earlier — but, extraordinary as I thought you, I could 
not have believed — " . 

''Now, Sir, do you begin to be aware that it is 
useless to scheme for me? That, in doing so, you but 
sow the wind to reap the whirlwind? I sweep your 
cobweb-projects from my path, that I may pass on un- 
sullied. I am anchored on a resolve you canngt shake. 
My heart, my conscience shall dispose of my band — 
they only. Know this at last." 

Mr. S3anpson was becoming a little bewildered. 

^^ Never heard such language!'* be muttered again 
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aod again. ^^Never was so addressed in my life — 
never was so used.'' 

^'You are quite confused, Sir. Yoa had better with- 
draw, or I will." 

He rose hastily. 

*^We must leave this place: they must pack up at 



once." 



(( 



Do not horry my aunt and cousins: give them 
ti^' 
^0>'^^^'^o more intercourse: sbe's not proper." 

He made bis way to tbe door; be came back for 
bis bandkercbief; be droppcd bis snuff-box: leaving 
tbe Contents scattered on tbe carpet, be stnmbled out: 
Tartar lay outsido across tbe mat — Mr. Sympson al- 
most feil OTer bim: in tbe climaz of bis exasperation 
he bnrled an oatb at tbe dog, and a coarse epitbet at 
bis mistress. 

"Poor Mr. Sjrmpson! He is botb feeble and vulgär," 
Said Sbirley to berself. ^'My bead acbes, and I am 
tired," sbe added; and leaning ber bead upon a cusbion, 
Bhe softly subsided from ezcitement to repose. One, 
entering tbe room a quarter of an bour afterwards, 
found ber asleep. Wben Sbirley bad been agitated, 
sbe generally took tbis natural refresbment: it would 
conae at ber call. 

Tbe intruder paused in ber unconscious presence, 
and Said — ''Miss Keeldar." 

Perbaps bis voice barmonized witb some dream 
into wbicb sbe was passing — it did not startle, it 
liardly roused ber: witbout opening ber eyes, sbe but 
tam^ ber bead a HtÜe, so that ber cbeek and profile, 
l>efore bidden by ber arm, became visible: sbe looked 
irosy, bappj, haU-smiling^ but her ey^-VöaV^fc^ ^«t^ ^'^v. 
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she had wept in slumber; or perhaps^ before dropping 
asieep, a few natural tears had fallen after she had 
heard that epithet: no man — no woman is always 
strong, always able to bear up against the unjust 
opinion — the vilifying word: calumny, even from the 
mouth of a fool, will sometimes cut into nnguarded 
feelings. Shirley looked like a child that had been 
naughty and punished, but was now forgiven and 
at rest. 

^^Miss Keeldar," again said the voice: this time it 
woke her; she looked up and saw at her side Louis 
Moore — not close at her side, but Standing, with 
arrested Step, two or three jards from her. 

"Oh, Mr. Moore!" she said; "I was afraid it was 
mj uncle again: he and I have quarrelled." 

"Mr. Sympson should let you alone," was the 
reply: "can he not see that you are as yet far from 
strong?" 

"I assure you he did not find me weak: I did not 
cry when he was here." 

"He is about to evacuate Fieldhead — so he says. 
He is now giving Orders to his family: he has been in 
the school-room issuing commands in a manner which, 
I suppose, was a continuation of that with which he 
has harassed you." 

"Are you and Henry to go?" 

"I believe, as far as Henry is concemed, that was 
the tenor of his scarcely-inteUigible directions; but he 
may change all to-morrow: he is just in that mood 
when you cannot depend on his consistency for two 
consecutive hours: I doubt whether he will leave you 
for weeks yet. To myself he addressed some words 
wbich will require a UttU attention and comment by- 
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and-by, when I have time tp bestow on them. At tbe 
moment he came in, I was busied with a note I had 
got from Mr. Yorke — so fully busied that I cut sbort 
the interview with him somewhat abruptiy: I left him. 
raving: here is the note — I wish you to see it — it 
refers to my brother Robert" And he looked at 
Shirley. 

^^I shall be glad to hear news of him: is he Coming 
home?" 

^^He is come: he is in Yorkshire: Mr. Yorke went 
yesterday to Stilbro' to meet him." 

"Mr. Moore — something is wrong — ?" 

" Did my voice tremble? He is now at Briarmains 
— and I am going to see him.'' 

"What has occurred?" 

"If you tum so pale I shall be sorry I have spoken. 
It might have been worse: Robert is not dead, but 
much hurt" 

"Oh! Sir; it b you who are pale. Sit down near 



me. 



"Read the note — let me open it." 

Miss Keeldar read the note: it briefly signified that 
last night Robert Moore had been shot at from behind 
the wall of Milldean plantation, at the foot of the 
Brow; that he was wounded severely, but it was 
hoped not fatally: of the assassin, or assassins, no- 
thing was known — they had escaped. "No doubt," 
Mr. Yorke observed, "it was done in revenge: it was 
a pity ill-will had ever been raised; but that could not 
be helped now." 

"He is my only brother," said Louis, as Shirley 
returned the note, "I cannot \l<^t uutswois^ ^^^a^» 
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ruffians have laid in wait for him, and shot him down 
like some wild beast fröm behind a wall." 

"Be comforted: be hopeful. He will get better — 
_JUfcnt>w^4ie will." 

Shirley, solicitous to soothe, held her band over 
Mr. Moore's, as it lay on tbe arm of the cbair: she 
just touched it lightly, scarce palpably. 

"Well, give me your band," he said; "it will be 
for the first time: it is in a moment of calamity — give 
it me." 

Awaiting neither consent nor refusal, he took what 
he asked. 

"I am going to Briarmains now," he went od. 
"I want you to step over to the Rectory, and teil Ca- 
roline Heistone what has happened: will you do this? 
she will hear it best from you." 

"Immediately," said Shirley, with docile promp- 
titude. "Ought I to say that there is no danger?" 

"Say so." 

"You will come back soon, and let me know 
more?" 

"I will either come or write." 

"Trust me for watching over Caroline. I will 
communicate with your sister, too; but, doubtless, she 
is already with Robert?" 

"Doubtless; or will be soon. Good-moming, 



now." 



"You will bear up, come what may?" 
"We shall see that." 

Shirley's fingers were obliged to withdraw from- the 
Tutor's: Louis was obliged to relinquish that band 
folded, ciasped, hidden mYviÄ on^xi. 
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"I thought I should have had to support her," he 
Said, as he walked towards Briarmains, '^and it is she 
who has made me strong. That look of pity — that 
gentle touch! No down was ever softer — no elixir 
more potent! It lay like a snow-flake: it thrilled like 
lightning. A thousand times I have longed to possess 
that hand — to have it in mine. I have possessed it — 
for five minntes I held it Her fingers and mine can 
never be strangers more — having met once, they must 
meet again." 



CHAPTER XV. 

The school-boy and ihe wood-nyraph. 

Bbiabmains being nearer than the Hollow, Mr. 
Yorke had conveyed his young comrade there. He 
had Seen him laid in the best bed of the honse, as 
carofully as if he had been one of his own sons. Tbe 
sight of his blood, welling from the treacherously-in- 
flicted wound, made him indeed the son of the York- 
shire gentleman's heart. The spectacle of the sudden 
event; of the tall, straight shape prostrated in its pride 
across the road; of the fine southern head laid low in 
the dust; of that youth in prime flung at onee before 
him pallid, lifeless, helpless — this was the very com- 
bination of circumstances to win for the victim Mr. 
Yorke's liveliest interest. 

No other band was there to raise — to aid; no 
other voice to question kindly; no other brain to con- 
cert measures: he had to do it all himself. This ntter 
dependence of the speechless, bleeding youth (as a 
youth he regarded him) on his benevolence, secured 
that benevolence most effectually. Well did Mr. Yorke 
like to have power, and to use it: he had now between 
his hands, power over a fellow-creature's life: it suited 
him. 

No less perfectly did it suit his satumine better- 

half: the incident was quite in her way, and to her 

taste. Some women would have been terror-struck to 

See a gory man bro\igbt \tv o'^et 1\!ävc tbreshold, and 



THE SCHOOL-BOT AND WOOD-NTMPH. 303 

laid down in their hall in the "howe of Ihe night." 
There, you would suppose, was subject-matter for 
hysterics. No: Mrs. Yorke went into hysterics when 
Jessie would not leave the garden to come to her 
knitting, or when Martin proposed starting for Australia, 
with a view to realize freedom, and escape the tyranny 
of Matthew; but an attempted murder near her door 
— a half-murdered man in her best bed — set her 
straight, cheered her spirits, gave her cap the dash of 
a turban. 

Mrs. Yorke was just ihe woman who, while ren- 
dering miserable the drudging life of a simple maid- 
servant, would nurse like aheroine a hospital füll of 
plague patients. She almost loved Moore: her tough 
heart almost yearned towards him, when she found 
him committed to her Charge, — left in her arms, as 
dependent on her as her youngest-born in the cradle. 
Had she seen a domestic, or one of her daughters, 
give him a draught of water, or smooth his pillow, 
she would have boxed the intruder*s ears. She 
chased Jessie and Rose from the upper realm of the 
house: she forbade the housemaids to set their foot 
in it. 

Now, if the accident häd happened at the Rectory 
gates , and old Heistone had taken in the martyr, 
neither Yorke nor his wife would have pitied him: 
they would have adjudged him right served for his 
tyranny and meddling; as it was, he became, for the 
present, the apple of their eye. 

Strange! Louis Moore was permitted to come, — 
to Sit down on the edge of the bed, and lean over the 
pillow, — to hold his brother's band, and press his 
pale forehead with his fratemal Ups: axi^ '^y«»« X<2>i«Ä 
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bore it well. She suffered him to stay half the day 
there; she once suffered him to sit up all night in the 
Chamber; she rose herseif at five o'clock of a wet No- 
vember morning, and with her own hands lit the 
kitchen fire, aiid made the brothers a breakfast, and 
served it to them herseif. Majestically arrayed in a 
boandless flannel wrapper, a shawl, and her night-cap, 
she sat and watched them eat, as complacenüy as a 
hen beholds her chickens feed. Yet she gave the cook 
warning that day for ventui:ing to make and carry up 
to Mr. Moore a bason of sago-gruel; and the housemaid 
lost her favour because, when Mr. Lonis was de- 
parting, she brought him his surtont aired from the 
kitchen, and, like a "forward piece," as she was, 
helped him on with it, and accepted, in« return, a smile, 
a "thank you, my girl," and a Shilling. Two ladies 
called one^ day, pale and anxious, and begged eamestly, 
humbly, to be allowed to see Mr. Moore one instant: 
Mrs. Yorke hardened her heart, and sent them packing, 

* — not without opprobrium. 

But how was it when Hortense Moore came? — not 
so bad as might have been expected: the whole family 
of the Moores really seemed to suit Mrs. Yorke so as 
no other family had ever suited her. Hortense and 
she possessed an exhaustless mutual theme of conver- 
sation in the corrupt propensities of servants. Their 
views of this class were similar: they watched them 
with the same suspicion, and judged them with the 
same severity. Hortense, too, from the very first, 
showed no manner of jealousy of Mrs. Yorke's atten- 
tions to Robert: she let her keep the post of nurse 
with Üttle interference; and, for herseif, found ceaseiess 

occapation in fidgetmg a\)o\it. ^^ \io\3Ä^^ Viölding the 
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kitchen under surveillance, reporting what passed there, 
and, in short, making herseif generally useful. Visi- 
tors, they both of them agreed in excluding sedulously 
from the sick-room. They held the young mill-owner 
captive, and hardly let the air breathe or the sun shine 
on him. 

Mr. MacTurk, the surgeon to whom Moore's ease 
had been committed , pronounced bis wound of a 
dangerous, but, he trusted, not of a hopeless character. 
At first, he wished to place with him a mirse of bis 
own selection; but this neither Mrs. Yorke nor Hör- 
tense would hear of: they promised faithful observance 
of directions. He was left, therefore, for the present, 
in their hands. 

Doubtless, they executed the tmst to the best of 
their ability; but something got wrong: the bandages 
were displaced, or tampered "with; great loss of blood 
followed. MacTurk , being summoned , came with 
steed afoam. He was one of those surgeons whom it 
is dangerous to Tex: abrupt in bis best moods; in bis 
worst, savage. On seeing Moore's State, he relieved 
bis feelings by a little flowery language, with which it 
is not necessary to strew the present page. A bouquet 
or two of the choicest blossoms feU on the unperturbed 
head of one Mr. Graves, a stony young assistant, he 
usually carried about with him; with a second nosegay 
he gifted another young gentleman in bis train: an in- 
teresting facsimile of himself, being, indeed, bis own 
son; but the füll corbeille of blushing bloom feil to the 
lot of meddling woman-kind, en masse. 

f^or the best part of one winter night, himself and 
satellites were busied about Moore. There, at bis 
bedside, shut up alone with him in \A& OasscJö^-t ^ *öwis^ 

ShMeif. n. «3L^ 
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wrought and wrangled over his exhansted frame. They 
three were on pne side of tbe bed,.and Death on the 
other. The conflict was sharp : it lasted tili day broke, 
wben tbe balance between the belligerents seemed so 
equal that both parties might have claimed the victongr* 

At dawn, Graves and young MacTurk were leftin 
Charge of the patient, while the senior went himself in 
search of additional strength, and secured it in the person 
of Mrs. Horsfall, the best nurse on bis staff. To this 
woman he gave Moore in Charge, with the sternest in- 
junctions respecting the responsibility laid on her Shoul- 
ders. She took this responsibility stolidly, as she did 
also the easy chair at the bed-head. That moment she 
began her reign. 

Mrs. Horsfall had one virtue, — Orders received 
from MacTurk she obeyed to the letter: the Ten Com- 
mandments were less bindifig in her eyes than her 
surgeon's dictum. In other respects, she was no wo- 
man, but a dragon. Hortense Moore feil effaced before 
her; Mrs. Yorke withdrew — crushed: yet both these 
women were personages of some dignity in their own 
estimation, and of some bulk in the ^stimation of others. 
Perfectly cowed by the breadth, the height, thebone, 
and the brawn of Mrs. Horsfall, they retreated to the 
back-parlour. Sh$, for her part, sat up-stairs when 
she liked, and down-stairs when she preferred it; she 
took her dram three times a day, and her pipe of to- 
bacco four times. 

As to Moore, no one now ventured to inquire about 
him: Mrs. Horsfall had bim at dry- nurse: it was she 
who was to do for him; and the general conjecture 
now ran that she did for him accordingly. 

MorniDg and evening MA.cT\&xk came to see him: 
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his case, tlins complicated by a new mischance, was 
become oae of interest in the snrgeon's eyes : he regard- 
ed him as a damaged piece of clock-work, which it 
would be creditable to bis skill to set a-going again. 
Graves and young MacTurk — Moore's sole otber 
visitors — contemplated him in the light in which they 
were wont to contemplate the occupant for fhe time 
being of the dissecting-room at Stilbro' Infirmary. 

Robert Moore had a pleasant time of it: in pain; 
in danger; too weaktomove; almost too weak to speak; 
a sort of giantess his keeper; the three stirgeons his 
sole Society. Thus he lay through the diminishing 
days and lengthening nights of the whole drear month 
of November. 

In the commencement of his captivity, Moore used 
feebly to resist Mrs. Horsfall: he hated-the sight of 
her rough bulk, and dreaded the contact of her hard 
hands ; but she taught him docility in a trice. She made 
no account whatever of his six feet — his manly thews 
änd sinews: she turned him in his bed as anothec wo- 
man would have turned a habe in its cradle. When he 
was good, she addressed him as "my dear," and "honey ;" 
and when he was bad, she sometimes shook him Did he 
attempt to speak when MacTurk was there, she lifted 
her hand aud bade him '^hush! " like a nurse checking 
-a forward child. If she had not smoked — if she had 
not taken gin, it would have been better, he thought; 
but she did both. Once — in her absence — ; he intimated 
to MacTurk that "that woman was a dram-drinker." 

"Pooh: my dear Sir; they are all so," was the reply 
he got for his pains. "But Horsfall has this virtue," 
added the surgeon, — "drunk or sober, she always re- 
members to obej me.^* 

1^* 
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At length the latter autnmn passed: its fogs, its 
rains, withdrew from England their mouming and their 
tears^ its Winds swept on to sigh over lands far awaj. 
Behind November came deep winter; clearness, still- 
ness, frost accompanying. 

A calm day had settled into a crystalliiie evening; 
the World wore a North Pole colonring: all it£r lights 
and tints looked like the "refiets" * of white, or violet, 
or pale green gems. The hüls wore a lilac-blue; the 
setting sun had purple in its red; the sky was ice, all 
silvered aznre; when the stars rose, they were of white 
crystal — not gold; gray, or cerolean, or faint emerald 
hu es — cool, pure, and transparent — tinged the mass 
of the landscape. 

What is this by itsclf in a wood no longer green, 
no longer even russet; a wood, neutral tint — this 
dark blue moving object? Why, it is a school-boy — 
a Briarfield grammar-school-boy — who has left bis 
companions, now trudging home by the high road, and 
is seeking a certain tree, with a certain mossy monnd 
at its root — convenient as a seat. Why is he linger- 
ing here? — the air is cold, and the time wears late. 
He sits down : what is he thinking about? Does he 
"feel the chaste charm nature wears to-night? A pearl- 
white moon smiles through the gray trees: Does he 
care for her smile? 

Impossible to say; for he is silent, and his counte- 
nance does not speak: as yet, it is no mirror to reflect 
Sensation, but rather a mask to conceal it. This boj 
is a stripling of fifteen — slight and tall of his years; 
in his face there is as little of amenity as of servility: 

* Find me an EngUsh word as good, reader, and I will gladiy dis- 
pense wiib tbe French word. KeftetVxoiv» noiCv ^q. 
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his eje seems prepared to note any incipient attempt to 
control or overreacli him, and the rest of bis features 
indicate faculties alert for'resistance. Wise ushers avoid 
unnecessary interference with tbat lad. To break bim 
in by severity would be a useless attempt; to win bim 
by flattery would be an effort worse than useless. He 
is best let alone. Time will educate, and experience 
train bim. 

Professedly, Martin Yorke (it is a young Yorke, of 
course) tramples on tbe name of poetry: talk sentiment 
to bim, and you would be answered by sarcasm. Here 
be is, wandering alone, waiting duteously on Nature, 
wbile sbe unfolds a page of stern, of silent, and of 
solemn poetry, beneatb bis attentive gaze. 

Being seated, be takes from his satcbel a book — 
not tbe Latin grammar, but a contraband volume of 
Fairy-tales; tbere will be ligbt enougb yet for an bour 
to serve bis keen young vision: besides, tbe moon 
waits on bim — ber beam, dim and vagüe as yet, fiUs 
tbe glade wbere be sits. 

He reads : he is led into a solitary mountain region ; 
all round him is rüde and desolate, shapeless, and 
almost colourless. He bears bells tinkle on tbe wind; 
fortb-riding from the formless folds of the mist, dawns 
on him the brightest vision — a green-robed lady, on 
a snow- white palfrey; he sees her dress, her gems, 
and her steed; she arrests him with s'ome mysterious 
question: he is spell-bound, and must follow her into 
Fairy-land. 

A second legend bears him to the sea-shore: tbere 
tumbles in a strong tide, boiling at the base of dizzy 
clifis: it rains and blows. A reef of rocks, black and 
rough, Stretches far into the sea*, all aloxv^^ wA «xöR^ci^^ 
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and above these crags, dash and flash, sweep and leap, 
swells, wreaths, drifts of snowy spray. Some lone 
Wanderer is oat on these rocks, treading, with cautioos 
Step, the wet, wild sea-weed; glancing down ii^ 
hoÜows where the brine lies fathoms deep and emerald- 
clear, and seeing there wilder, and stranger, and huger 
Vegetation, than is foond on land, with treasnre of 
Shells — some green, some purple, some pearly — 
dnstered in the curls of the snakj plants. He hears 
a cry. Looking up, and forward, he sees, at the bleak 
point of the reef, a tall, pale thing — shaped like man, 
bat made of spray — transparent, tremulous, awfnl: 
it Stands not alone: they are all hnman figures that 
wanton in the rocks — a crowd of foam-women — a 
band of white, evanescent Nereides. 

Hosh! — Shut the book: hide it in the satcheL — 
Martin hears a tread. He listens: No — Yes: Once 
more, the dead leaves, lightly crushed, rastle on the 
wood-path. Martin watches: the trees part, and a 
woman issues forth. 

She is a lady dressed in dark silk, a veil coTering 
her face. Martin never met a lady in this wood 
before — nor any female, save, now and then, a village- 
girl come to gather nuts. To-night, the apparition 
does not displease him. He observes, as she ap- 
proaches, that she is neither old nor piain, but, on the 
contrary, very youthful; and, but that he now recog- 
nises her for one whom he has often wilfuUy pro- 
nounced ngly, he would deem that he discoTered 
traits of beauty behind the thin ganze of that veil. 

. She passes him, and says nothing. He knew she 

wonld: fdl women are proud monkeys — and he knows 

DO more conceited doli tViaii tbat Caroline HelBtone. 
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The thought is bardij hatched in bis mind, when the 
lady retraces those two Steps sbe bad got bejond bim, 
and, raising ber Teil, reposes ber glance on bis face, 
wbile sbe yoftly asks: — 

"Are you one of Mr. Yorke's sons?" 

No buman evidence would ever bave been able to 
persuade Martin Torke tbat be blasbed wben tbus 
addressed; yet blosb be did, to tbe ears. 

^^I am," be said, blnntly; and encouraged bimself 
to wonder, superciliously, what would come next. 

^^You are Martin, I tbink?" was tbe Observation 
that followed* 

It could not bave been more felicitous: it was a 
simple sentence — very artlessly, a little timidly, pro- 
nounced; but it cbimed in barmony to the youtb's 
natnre: it stilled bim like a note of music. 

Martin bad a keen sense of bis personality: be feit 
it right and sensible tbat the girl should discriminate 
bim from bis brotbers. Like bis father, be bated cere- 
mony: it was acceptable to bear a lady address bim as 
^^ Martin," and not Mr. Martin, or Master Martin, which 
form would bave lost ber bis good graces for ever. 
Worse, if possible, tban ceremony, was the other 
extreme of slipsbod familiarity: the sligbt tone of 
basbfulness — the scarcely-perceptible besitation — 
was considered perfectly in place. 

^^I am Martin," be said. 

"Are your father and motber well?" — (it was 
lucky sbe did not say papa and mama: tbat would 
bave undone all)* — and Rose and Jessie?" 

"I suppose so." 

"My cousin Hortense is still at Briarmains?" 

''Ob, yeal" 
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Martin gave a comic half-smile and demi-groan: 
the half-smile was responded to by the lady, who 
could guess in what sort of odour Hortense was likely 
to be beld by the young Yorkes. 

"Does your mother like her?" 

"They suit so well about the servants, they can't 
help liking each other." 

"It is cold to-night." 

"Why are you out so late?" 

"I lost my way,in this wood." 

Now, indeed, Martin allowed himself a refreshing 
laugh of scorn. 

"Lost your way in the mighty forest of Briar- 
mains! You deserve never more to find it." 

"I never was here before, and I believe I am tres- 
passing now: you might inform against me if yoa 
chose, Martin, and have me fined: it is your father's 
wood." 

"I should think I knew that; but since you are 
so simple as to lose your way, I will guide you out" 

"You need not: I have got into the track now: I 
shall be right. Martin" (a little quickly), "how is 
Mr. Moore?" 

Martin had heard certain rumours: it Struck him 
that it might be amusing to make an experiment. 

"Going to die. Nothing can save him. All hope 
fiung overboard!" 

She put her veil aside. She looked into his eyes, 
and Said, — 

"To die!" 

"To die. All along of the women, my mother 
and the rest: they did something about his bandages 
tbat ßnished everything: he "would have got better 
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but for them. I am sure they should be arrested, 
cribbed, tried, and brought in for Botany Bay, at the 
very least." 

The questioner, perhaps, did not hear this judg- 
ment: she stood motionless. In two minutes, wiUi- 
out another word, she moved forwards: no good-^ 
night, no further inquiry. This was not amusing, nor 
what Martin had calculated on: he expected something 
dramatic and demonstrative: it was hardly worth while 
to fright^n the girl, if she would not entertain him in 
retum. He called, — 

*'Mi88 Heistone!" 

She did not hear or turn. He hastened after and 
overtook her. 

"Come. Are you nneasy about what I said?" 

^'You know nothing about death, Martin: yon 
are too young for me to talk to conceming such a 
thing." 

'^Did you believe me? It 's all flummery! Moore 
eats like three men: they are always making sago or 
tapioca, or something good for him: I never go into 
the kitchen but there is a saucepan on the fire, cooking 
him some dainty. I think I will play the old soldier, 
and be fed on the fat of the land like him." 

'^Martin! Martin!" here her voice trembled, and 
she stopped. 

"It is exceedingly wrong of you, Martin: you have 
almost killed me." 

Again she stopped: she leaned against a tree, 
trembling, shuddering, and as pale as death. 

Martin contemplated her with inexpressible curi- 
osity. In one sense it was, as he would have ex* 
pressed it, ^^DUts** to him to aee tVi\a\ \X.\ö\\>kotw%'c^ 
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much, and he was beginning to have a great relish for 
discovering secrets; in another sense, it reminded him 
of what he had once feit when he had heard a black- 
bird lamenting for her nesüings, which Matthew had 
crushed with a stone, and that was not a pleasant 
feeling. Unable to find anything verj appropriate to 
say, in order to comfort her, he began to cas^ abont 
in his mind what he coold do: he smiled: the lad's 
smile gave wondrous transparency to his physiognomy. 

'^Eurekal" he cried. ''I'U set all straight by-and- 
by. You are better now, Miss Caroline: walk forward/' 
he urged. 

Not reflecting that it would be more difficult for 
Miss Heistone than for himself to climb a wall or 
penetrate a hedge, he piloted her by a short cut which 
led to no gate. The conseqflence was he had to help 
her over some formidable obstacles, and, while he 
railed at her for helplessness, he perfectly liked to feel 
himself of use. 

^'Martin, before we separate, assore me serioosly 
and on yonr word of honoor, that Mr. Moore is 
better." 

"How very mach you think of that Moore I" 

*'No — but — many of his friends may ask me, 
and I wish to be able to give an authentic answer." 

^^You may teil them he is well enough, only idle: 
you may teU them that he takes mutton-chops for 
dinner, and the best *of arrowroot for supper. I in- 
tercepted a bason myself one night on its way up- 
stairs, and ate half of it." 

^^And who waits on him, Martin? Who nurses 

*^ Nurses him? — lYie greaX. \i«5ö^\ ^^^ a woman 
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as round and big as our largest water-butt — a rough, 
hard-favonred old girl. I make no doubt she leads 
him a rieh life: nobody eise is let near him: he is 
chiefly in the dark. It is mj belief she knocks him 
about terribly in that Chamber. I listen at the wall 
sometimes when 1 am in bed, and I think I hear her 
thumping him. You shonld see her fist: she could 
hold half a dozen hands like yours in her one palm. 
After all, notwithstanding the chops and jellies he getSj 
I would not be in his shoes. In fact, it is my priyate 
opinion that she eats most of what goes up on the 
trey to Mr. Moore. I wish she may not be starving 
Um." 

Profound silence and meditation on Caroline's part, 
md a sly watchfulness on Martinas. 

^'You never see him, I suppose, Martin?" 

"I? No: I don't care to see him, for my own 
aart" 

Silence again. 

"Dld not yon come to our house once with Mrs. 
Pryor, about five weeks since, to ask after him?" 
again inquired Martin. 

"Yes." 

"P dare say you wished to be shown up-stairs?" 

^^We did wish it: we entreated it; but your mother 
declined." 

^'Ay! she declined: I heard it all: she treated you 
as it is her pleasure to treat visitors now and then: 
she behaved to you rudely and harshly." 

''She was not kind; for, you know Martin, we are 
relations, and it is natural we should take an interest 
in Mr. Moore. But here we must part: we are at your 
father'^ gate,*' 
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"Very well — what of that? I shall walk home with 
you." 

"They will miss you, and wonder where you are.'* 

^'Let them ... I can take care of myself, I 
suppose." 

Martin knew that he had already incurred the 
penalty of a lecture, and dry bre^d for bis tea. No 
matter, the evening had fumished him with an adven- 
ture: it was better than muffins and toast. 

He walked home with Caroline. On the way he 
prondsed to see Mr. Moore, in spite of the dragon 
who guarded bis Chamber, and appointed an hour on 
the next day, when Caroline was to come to Briar- 
mains Wood cmd get tidings of bim: he would meet 
her at a certain tree. The scheme led to nothing: still 
he liked it 

Having reached home, the dry bread and the lec- 
tnre were duly administered to him, and he was dis- 
missed to bed at an early hour. He accepted bis 
punishment with the toughest stoicism. 

£re ascending to bis Chamber he paid a secret visit 
to the dining-room, a still, cold, stately apartment, 
seldom used; for th6 family customarily dined in the 
back-parlour. He stood before the mantelpiece, and 
lifted bis candle to two pictures hung above — female 
heads: one, a type of serene beauty — h&PPy cuid in* 
nocent; the other, more lovely — bot forlom and 
desperate. 

^'She looked like Mtf/," he Said, gazing on the 
Ifitter Sketch, ''when she sobbed, tnrned white, and 
leaned against the tree.'' 

''I suppose," he pursued, when he was in bis room, 
Bad aeated on the edge ol \l\ä ^«ÄÄ\.Ai<iÄL^ — "I sup- 
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pose she is, what they call, 'in love; yes, in love with 
that long thing in the next Chamber. Whisht! is tbat 
Horsfall clattering him? I wonder he does not yell 
out. It really sounds as if she had fallen on bim tooth 
and nail; but I suppose she is making tbe bed. I saw 
her at it once — she hit into the mattresses as if she 
was boxing. It is qaeer, Zillah (they call her Zillah) 
— Zillah Horsfall is a woman, and Caroline Heistone 
is a woman: they are two individuals of the same 
species — not much alike though. Is she a pretty girl, 
that Caroline? I suspect she is — very nice to look 
at — something so clear in her face — so soft in her 
eyes. 1 approve of her looking at me; it does me good. 
She bas long eyelashes: their shadow seems to rest 
where she gazes, and to inötil peace and thought. If 
she behaves well, and continues to suit me, as she has 
suited me to-day, I may do her a good turn. I rather 
relish the notion of oircumventing my mother and that 
ogress, old Horsfall. Not that I like humouring Moore; 
but whatever I do TU be paid for, and in coin of my 
own choosing: I know what reward I will claim — one 
displeasing to Moore, and agreeable to myself." 
He turned into bed. 




CHAPTER XVI. 

Marlin's taclics. 

It was necessarj to the arraDgement of Martio's 
plan, that he should staj at home that day. Accord- 
iogly, he found no appetite for breakfast; and, just 
about school-time, took a severe pain about bis heart, 
which rendered it advlsable that, instead of settlng out 
to the grammar-school with Mark, he should succeed 
to bis father's arm-chair bj the fireside, and also to 
his morning-paper. This point being satisfactoril^^ 
settled, and Mark being gone to Mr. Sumner*s class, and 
Matthew and Mr. Yorke withdrawn to the counting- 
house, three other exploits, nay four, remaiaed to be 
achieved. 

The first of these was to realize the breakfast he 
had not jet tasted, and with which his appetite of 
fifteen coüld ill afford to dispense; the second, third, 
fourth, to get his mother, Miss Moore, and Mrs. 
Horsfall successively, out of the waj before four o'dock 
that aftemoon. 

The first was, for the present, the most pressing, 
since the work before him demanded an amount of 
energy which the present empty condition of his jouth- 
ful stomach did not seem |ikely to supply. 

Martin knew the way to the larder; and knowing 

this way, he took it. The servants were in the kitchen, 

^reakfasting solemnly with closed doors; his mother 

and MisB Moore were aintig \k<Q;m&^'<9^'& ^\i ^3c^<^ lawn. 
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and discassing the dosed doors aforesaid: Martin, safe 
in the larder, made fastidious seiection from its Stores. 
His breakfast had been delayed — he was determined 
it should be recherche: it appeared to him that a variety 
on his usual somewhat insipid fare of bread and milk 
was both desirable and advisable: the savoury and the 
salutary he thoaght might be combined. There was 
Store of rosy apples laid in straw npon a shelf; he 
picked out three. There was pastry upon a dish; he 
selected an apricot-puff and a damson tart. On the 
piain household bread his eye did not dwell; bat he 
surveyed with favour some currant tea-cakes and con- 
descended to make choice of one. Thanks to his dasp- 
knife, he was able to appropriate a wing o! fowl and a 
slice of ham; a cantlet'of cold custard-pudding he 
thought would harmonize with these articles; and 
having made this final addition to his booty, he at 
length sallied forth into the hall. 

He was already half-way across — three Steps more 
wonld have anchored him in the harboor of the back- 
parloor — when the front door opened, and there stood 
Matthew. Better far had it been the Old Gentleman, 
in füll equipage of horns, hoofs, and tail. 

Matthew, sceptic and scoffer, had already failed to 
subscribe a prompt belief in that pain about the heart: 
he had mnttered some words, amongst which the phrase 
"shamming Abraham" had been very distinctly audible; 
and the succession to the arm-chair and newspaper had 
appeared to afiect him with mental spasins: the spec- 
tacle now before him, the apples, the tarts, the tea- 
cake, the fowl, ham and pudding, offered evidence but 
too well calculated to infiate his opinion of his own 
sagacity. 
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Martin paused '4nterdit" one minute, öne instant; 
the next he knew his ground, and pronounced all well. 
With the true perspicacity "des ames ^lites," he at 
once saw how this — at first sight untoward event — 
might be turned to excellent account: he saw how it 
might be so handied as to secure the accomplishment 
of his second task, viz. the disposal of his mother. He 
knew ^lat a collision between him and Matthew alwajs 
suggested to Mrs. Yorke the propriety of a fit of hys- 
terics; he further knew that, on the principle of calm 
succeeding to storm, after a morning of hysterics, bis 
mother was sure to indulge in an afternoon of bed. 
This would accommodate him perfectly. 

The collision duly took place in the hall. A dry 
laugh, an insulting sneer, a contemptaoos taunt, met 
by a nonchalant but most cutting reply, were the 
Signals. They rushed at it. Martin, who usually made 
little noise on these occasions, made a great deal now. 
In flew the servants, Mrs. Yorke, Miss Moore: no 
female band conld separate them: Mr. Yotke was 
summoned. 

"Sons," Said he, "one of you must leave my roof 
if this occurs again: I will have no Cain and Abel 
strife here." 

Martin now allowed himself to be taken off: he 
had been hurt; he was the youngest and slightest: he 
was quite cool, in no passion: he even smiled, content 
that the most difficult part of the labour he had set 
himself was over. 

Once he seemed to fiag in the course of the 
morning. 

"It is not worth while to bother myself for that 
Caroline f" he remarked. But, a c^uarter of an hour 
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afterwards, he was again in the dining-room, looking 
at the head with dishevelled tresses and ejes turbid 
with despair. 

^^Yes,*' he said, ^^I made her 8ob, shudder, almost 
faint: I '11 see her smile before I Ve. done with her: 
besides, I want to outwit all these womenites." 

Directly after dinner, Mrs. Yorke fulfilled her son's 
calculation by withdrawing to her Chamber. Now for 
Hortense. 

That lady was just comfortably settled to stocking- 

mending in the back-parlour, when Martin — laying 

down a book which, strelched on the sofa (he was still 

indisposed, according to his own account), he had 

been pemsing in all the voluptuous ease of a yet callow 

pacha — lazily introduced some discourse about Sarah, 

the maid at the Holiow. In the course of much verbal 

ineandering, he insinuated information that this damsel 

'Was Said to have three suitors, Frederic Murgatroyd, 

«Jeremiah Pighills, and John-of-Mally's-of*Hannah's- 

of-Deb*s; and that Miss Mann had affirmed she knew 

for a fact, that now the girl was left in sole charge of 

the cottage, she often had her swains to meals, and 

entertained them with the best the house afibrded. 

It needed no more. Hortense could not have lived 
another hour without betaking herseif to the scene of 
tiiese nefarious transactions, and inspecting the State of 
matters in person. Mrs. Horsfall remained. 

Martin, master of the field now, extracted from his 
mother's work-basket a bunch of keys; with these he 
opened the sideboard-cupboard, produced thence a black 
bottle and a small glass, placed them on the table 
nimbly mounted the stairs, made for Mr. Moore*s do/^»» 
tapped^ the nurse opened. 
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"If you please, Ma'am, you are invited to step into 
the back-parlour, and take some refreshment: you will 
not be disturbed: the family are out."' 

He watched her down; he watched her in; himself 
shut the door: he knew she was safe. 

The hard work was done; now for the pleasnre. 
He snatched his cap, and away for the wood. 

It was yet but half-past three; it had been a fioe 
morning, but the sky looked darknow: itwas beginniog 
to snow; the wind blew cold: the wood looked dismal; 
the old tree grim. Yet Martin approved the shadow on 
his path: he found a charm in the spectral aspect of 
the doddered oak. 

He had to wait: to and fro he walked, while the 
flakes feil faster; and the wind, which at first had bat 
moaned, pitifully howled. 

^' She is long in coming," he muttered, as he glanced 
along the narrow track. "I wonder," he subjoined, 
"what I wish to see her so much for? She is not 
Coming for me. But I have power over her, and I want 
her to come that I may use that power." 

He continued his walk. 

"Now," he resumed, when a further period had 
elapsed, "if she fails to come, I shall hate and scorn 
her. " 

It Struck four: he heard the church-clock far away. 
A Step so quick, so light, that, but for the rustling of 
leaves, it would scarcely hare sounded on the wood- 
.walk, checked his impatience. The wind blew fiercely 
now, and the thickened white storm waxed bewildering; 
but on she came, and not dismayed. 

"Well, Martin," she said eagerly, "how is be?" 

"Jt is queer how she Üvmka of hm^'* reflected 
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Martin: "tbe blinding snow and bitter cold are notbing 
to her, I believe: yet sbe is but a 'cbitty-faced' crea- 
tnre, as my mother would say. I conld find in my heart 
to wish I had a doak to wrap ber in." 

Thns meditating to himself, be neglected to answer 
Miss Heistone. 

"Yon bave seen bim?" 
"No." 

"Oh! You promised you would." » 

"I mean to do better by yon tban that. Didn't I 
say, / don't care to see bim?" 

"But now it will be so long before I get to know 
anytbing certain about bim, and I am sick of waiting. 
Martin, do see bim, and give bim Caroline Helstone's 
regards and say, sbe wisbed to know bow be was, and 
if anytbing could be done for bis comfort." 
"I won't." 

"You are cbanged: you were so friendly last night«" 
"Come: we must not stand in this wood; it is too 
cold." 

"But, before I go, promise me to come again to- 
morrow with news." 

"No such tbing; I am much too delicate to make 
and keep such appointments in tbe winter season: if 
"n knew wbat'a pain I bad in my ehest this morning, 
^ bow I went witbont breakfast, and was knocked 
n besides, you 'd feel the impropriety of bringing 
ere in the snow. Come, I say." 
Vre you really delicate, Martin?" 
on't I look so?" 
^ bave rosy cheeks." 

t's bectic Will you come — or yon won't?" 
^re?" 
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"With me. I was a fool not to bring a cloak: I 
would have made you cozy." 

'^You are going home: taj nearest road lies in the 
opposite direction." 

'Tut your arm through mine. I '11 take care of 
you." 

"But, the wall — the hedge — it is such hard werk 
climbing, and you are too elender and young to help 
me without hurting yourself." 

"You shall go through the gate." 

"But — " 

"But! — but! Will you trust me or not?" 

She looked into his face. 

"I think I will. An^thing rather than return as 
anxious as I came." 

"I can't answer for that. This, however, I pro- 
mise you; be ruled by me, and you shall see Moore 
yourself." 

"See hun myself ?" 

"Yourself." 

"But, dear Martin, does he know?" 

"Ah! I'm dear now. No: he doesn't know." 

"And your mother and the others?" 

"AU is right." 

Caroline feil into a long silent fit of musing, but 
still she walked on with her guide: they came in sight 
of Briarmains. 

"Have you made up your mind?" he asked. 

She was silent. 

"Decide. We are just on the spot. / wo/fU see 
him — that I teil you — except to announce your 
arrival." 

^^Martin, you are a stränge boy, and this is a stränge 
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Step; bnt all I feel ü and has been, for a long time, 
Strange. I will see him." 

^^Having said that, you will neither hesitate nor 
retract?" 

"No." 

'^Here we are, then. Do not be afraid of passing 
the parlonr-window: no one will see you. My father 
and Matthew are at the mlll; Mark is at school; the 
servants are in the back-kitchen ; Miss Moore is at the 
cottage; my mother in her bed; and Mrs. Horsfall in 
Paradise. Observe — I need not ring: I open the 
door; the hall is empty; the staircase qniet; so is the 
gallery: the whole house and all its inhabitants are 
ander a spell, which I will not break tili you are gone." 

"Martin, I tnist you." 

"You never said a better word. Let me take your 
shawl: I will shake off the snow and dry it for you. 
You are cold and wet: never mind; there is a ßre up- 
stairs. Are you ready?" 

"Yes." 

"Follow me." 

He left bis shoes on the mat; mounted the stair 
unsbod; Caroline stole after, with noiseless step: there 
was a gallery, and there was a passage; at the end of 
that passage Martin paiised before a door and tapped: 
he had to tap twice — ihrice: a voice, known to one 
listener, at last said, — 

"Come in." 

The boy entered briskly, 

"Mr. Moore, a lady called to inquire after you: 
none of the women were about: it is washing-day, and 
the maids are over the crown of the head in soap-suds 
in the back-kitchen; so I asked her lo ^l^^ w^r 
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"Up here, Sir?" 

"Up here, Sir; but if you object, she sball go down 
again." * 

'^Is this a place, or am I a person to bring a ladj 
to, you absard lad?" 

''No: sol'll take her off." 

"Martin, you will stay here. Who is she?" 

"Tour grandmother from that chdteau on the Scheldt 
Miss Moore talks about" 

"Martin," said the softest whisper at the door, 
"don't be foolifth " ^ 

"Is she there?" inquired Moore, hastily. He had 
caught an imperfect sound. 

"She is there, fit to faint: she is Standing on the 
mat, shocked at your want of filial affection." 

"Martin, you are an evil cross between an imp and 
a page. What is she like?" 

"More like me than you; for she is young and 
ebautiful." 
^'/. "You are to show her forward. Do you hear?" 

"Come, Miss Caroline." 

*'Miss Caroline!" repeated Moore. 

And when Miss Caroline entered, she was en- 
conntered in the middle of the Chamber by a tall, thin, 
wasted figure, who took both her hands. 

"I give you a quarter of an hour," said Martin, as 
he withdrew: "no more. Say what you have to say 
in that time: tili it is past, I will wait in the gallery: 
nothing shall approach: I '11 see you safe away. 
Should you persist in staying longer, I leave you to 
your fate." 

He shut the door. In the gallery he was as elate 
as a kwg: he had neyer been engaged in an adventure 
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he liked so well; for no adventure Lad ever invested 
him with so mach importance, or inspired him with so 
much interest. 

'^You are come at last," said the meagre man, 
gazing on his visitress with hollow ejes. 

"EWd you expect me before?" 

"For a month — near two months, we have been 
very near; and I have been in sad pain, and danger, 
and misery, Gary." 

"I could not come." 

*'Couldn't you? But the Rectory and Briarmains 
are very near: not two miles apart." 

There was pain — there was pleasure in the girPs 
face as she listened to these implied reproaches: it was 
sweefe — it was bitter to defend herseif. 

"When I say I could not come, I mean I could 
not See you; for I came with mama the very day we 
heard what had happened. Mr. MacTurk then told us 
it was impossible to admit any stranger." 

"But afterwards — every fihe afternoon these many 
weeks past I have waited and listened. Something 
here, Gary (laying his band on his breast), told me it 
was impossible but that you should think of me. Not 
that 1 merit thought; but we are old acquaintance: we 



are cousins." 



u 



I came again, Robert: mama and I came again." 
"Did yorf? Gome, that is Worth hearing: since you 
came again, we will sit down and talk about it." 

They sat down. Garoline drew her chair up to 
his. The air was now dark with snow: an Iceland 
blast was driving it wildly. This pair neither heard 
the long "wutheriag" rush, nor saw the white bvwdftxs. 
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it drifted: each seemed conscious but of one thing — 
the presence of the other. 

^^So mama and you came again?" 

"And Mrs. Yorke did treat us strangelj. We asked 
to sce you. ^No,' said she; 'not in my house. I am 
at present responsible for bis life: it sball not be for- 
feited for balf an bour's idle gossip.' But I must not 
teil you all sbe said: it was very disagreeable. How- 
ever, we came yet again — mama, Miss Keeldar, and I. 
This time we tbought we sbould conquer, as we were 
three against one, and Sbirley was on oar side. Bat 
Mrs. Yorke opened sucb a battery." 

Moore smiled. "Wbat did sbe say?" 

"Tbings tbat astonisbed as. Sbirley laugbed at 
last; I cried; mama was seriously annoyed: we were 
all tbree driven from tbe field. Since tbat time I bave 
only walked once a day past tbe bouse, just for the 
satisfaction of looking up at your window, wbicb I 
could distinguisb by tbe drawn curtains. I really dare 
not come in." 

"I have wisbed for you, Caroline." 

"I did not know tbat. I never dreamt one instant 
tbat you tbougbt of me. If I bad but most distantly 
imagined sucb a possibiUty — " 

"Mrs. Yorke would still bave beaten you." 

"Sbe would not. Stratagem sbould bave been tried, 
if persuasion failed. I w'ould have come to the kiteben 
door; tbe servant sbould bave let me in; and I would 
have walked straight up-stairs In fact, it was far 
more tbe fear of intfusion — tbe fear of yourself, tbat 
baffled me, than the fear of Mrs. Yorke." 

"O/2J/ last night, I despaired of ever seeing yon 
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again. Weakness has wrought terrible depression in 
me — terrible depression." 

"And you sit alone?" 

"Worse th'an alone." 

"Büt you must be getting better, since you can 
leave your bed?" 

"I doubt whetber I sball live: I see nothing for it, 
after such exbaustion, but decline." 

"You — you shall go home to the HoUow." 

"Dreariness would accompany — nothing cheerful 
come near me." 

"I wül alter this: this shall be altered, were there 
ten Mrs. Yorkes to do battle with." 

"Gary, you make me smile." 

/'Do smile: smile again. Shall I teil you what I 
should like?" 

"Teil me anything — only keep talking. I am 
Saul: but for music I should perish." 

*'I should like you to be brought to the Rectory, 
and given to me and mama." 

"A precious gift! I have not laughed since they 
shot me tili now." 

"Do you suffer pain, Robert?" 

"Not so much pain now; but I-am hopelessly weak, 
and the State of my mind is inexpressible — d€u*k, 
barren, impotent. Do you not read it all in my face? 
I look a mere ghost?" 

"Altered, yet^I should have known you ^ywhere: 
but I understand your feelingif: I experienced some- 
thing like it. Since we met, I too have been very ill." 

''Fery ill?" 

"I thought I should die. The tale of my life 
seemed told. Every night just at midm%\vt 1 x^sää. \55w 
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wake from äwful dreams - — and tlie book lay open 
before me, at the last page where was written ^Finis/ 
I had Strange feelings." 

"You speak my experience." 

"I believed I should never see you again; and I 
grew so thin — as thin as you are now: I could do 
nothing for myself — neither rise nor lie down; and I 
could not eat — yet, you see I am better." 

"Comf orter! sad as sweet: I am too feeble to say 
wbat I feel; but, while you speak, I do feel." 

"Here I am at your side, where I thought never 
more to be: here 1 speak to you — I see you listen 
to me willingly — look at me kindly. Did I count on 
that? I despaired." 

Moore sighed — a sigh so deep , it was nearly a 
groan: he covered his eyes with bis band. 

^'May I be spared to make some atonementl" 

Such was his prayer. 

"And for wbat?" 

"We will not touch on it now, Cary: unmanned as 
I tun, I have not the power to cope with such a topic. 
Was Mrs. Pryor with you during your illness?" 

"Yes" (Caroline smiled brightly) — "you know she 
is mama?" 

"I have heard: Hortense told me; but that tale 
too I will receive from yourself. Does she add to your 
bappiness?" 

"Wh^! mama? She is dear to me; how dear I 
cannot say. I was altpgether weary, and she held 
me up." 

"I deserve to hear that in a moment when I can 
scarce lift my band to my head. I deserve iV 

^^It is no reproach against you.' 
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"It is a coal of fire heaped on my head; and so is 
every word you address to me, and every look that 
lights your sweet face. Come still nearer, Lina, and 
give me yonr hand — if my thin fingers do liot scare 
you." 

She took those thin fingers between her two little 
hands — she bent her head "et les effleura de ses 
lövres" (I put that in French because the word 
"effleurer" is an exquisite word). Moore was much 
moved: a large tear or two coursed down his hoUow 
cheek. 

"I '11 keep these things in my heart, Cary: that 
kiss 1 will put by , and you shall liear of it again one day." 

"Come out!" cried Martin, opening the door. 
" Come away — you have had twenty minutes instead 
of a quarter of an hour." 

"She will not stir yet — you hempseed." 

"I dare not stay longer, Robert." 

"Can you promise to return?" 

"No, she can't," responded Martin. "The thing 
mnsn't become customary: I can't be troubled. It 's 
very well for once: I '11 not have it repeated." 

"FoM '11 not have it repeated!" 

"Hush! don't vex him — we could not have met 
to-day but for him: but I will come again, if it is your 
wish that I should come." 

"It is my wish — my one wish — almost the only 
wish I can feel." 

"Come this minute: my mother has coughed, got 
up, set her feet on the floor. Let her only catch you 
on the stairs, Miss Caroline: you 're not to bid him 
good-bye" (stepping between her and Moore), — "you 
are to march." 
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"My shawl, Martin." 

'*! have it. I '11 pul it on for you when you are 
in the haU." 

He made them part: he would snffer no Farewell 
but what coiild be expressed in looks: he half carried 
Caroline down the stairs. In the hall he wrapped her 
shawl round her, and — but that his mother's tread 
then creaked in the gallery, and but that a sentiment 
of diffidence — the proper, natural, therefore the nol^le 
impulse of his boy's heart, held him back, he wonld 
have claimed his reward — he would haye said, "Now, 
Miss Caroline, for all this give me one kiss." But 
ere the words had passed his lips, she was across the 
snowy road, rather skimming than wading the drifts. 

"She is my debtor, and I will be paid." 

He flattered himself that it was opportunity, not 
audacity, whtch had failed him: he misjudged the 
quality of his own nature, and held it for something 
lower -than it was. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

Cas€^ of domcsiic persecution. — Beroarkable insUnce of pious perseve- 
rance in ibe discbarge of religious dulies. 

Mabtin, having known the taste of excitement, 
wanted a second draught; having feit the dignitj of 
power, he loathed to relinquish it. Miss Heistone — 
that girl he had always called ugly, and whose face 
was now perpetuallj before his eyes, by day and by 
night, in dark and in sunshine — had once come within 
his sphere: it fretted him to think the visit might never 
be repeated. 

Though a sehool-boy, he was no ordinary school- 
boy: he was destined to grow up an original. At a 
few years later date, he took great pains to pare and 
polish himself down to the piattem of the rest of the 
World, büt he neter succeeded: an unique stamp marked 
him always. He now sat idle at his desk in the gram- 
mar-school, casting about in his mind for the roeans 
of adding another chapter to his commenced romance: 
he did not yet know how many commenced life-ro- 
mances are doomed never to get beyond the first — or 
at most — the second chapter. His Saturday half- 
holiday he spent in the wo od with his book of fairy 
legends, and that other unwritten book of his imagina- 
tion. 

Martin harboured an irreligious reluctance to see 
the approach of Sunday. His father and mother — 
while discJaiming Community yaÜi \\i^ ^^Ksö^^^SokmöjX 
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— failed not duly, once on the sacred day, to fill their 
large pew in Briarfield church with the whole of their 
blooming family. Theoretically, Mr. Yorke placed all 
sects and churches on a level; Mrs. Yorke awarded the 
palm to Moravians and Quakers, on account of that 
crown of humility by these worthies worn: neither of 
them were ever known, however, to set foot in a con- 
venticle. 

Martin, I say, disliked Sunday, because the morning 
Service was long, and the sermon usually little to bis | 
taste: this Saturday afternoon, however, bis woodlaod 
musings disclosed to bim a new-found charm in the 
Coming day. 

It proved a day of deep snow: so deep, that Mrs. 
Yorke, düring breakfast, announced her conviction that 
the children, both boys and girls, would be better at 
home; and her decision that, instead of going to church, 
they should sit silent for two hours in the back-par- 
lour, while Kose and Martin alternately read a succes- 
sion of Sermons: John Wesley's Sermons: John Wes- 
ley, being a Keformer and an Agitator, had a place 
both in her own and her husband's favour. 

"Rose will do as she pleases," said Martin, not 
looking up from the book which, according to bis cus- 
tom then and in after-life, he was study ing over bis 
bread and milk.. 

"Rose will do as she is told, and Martin, too," ob« 
served the mother. / 

"I am going to church." 

So her son replied, with the ineffable quietude of a 
true Yorke, who knows bis will and ^eans to have 
itf and who, if pushed to the wall^ will let himself be 
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cnished to death, provided no way of escape can be 
found — but will never capitulate. 

" It is not fit weather," said the father. 

No ans wer: the youth read studiously; he slowly 
broke his bread and sipped bis milk. 

"Martin hates to go to church, but he hates still 
more to obey," said Mrs. Yorke. 

"I suppose I am influenced by pure perverseness?" 

"Yes — you are." 

"Mother — I am noi.^'* 

"By what, then, are you influenced?" 

"By a complication of motives; the intricacies of 
which I should as soon think of explaining to you, as 
I should of turning myself inside out to exhibit the 
internal machinery of my frame." 
_ "Hear Martini Hear him!" cried Mr. Yorke. "I 
must See and have this lad of mine brought up to the 
Bar: Nature meant him to live by his tongue. Hesther, 
your third son must certainly be a lawyer: he has the 
stock in trade — brass, self-conceit, and words — 
words — words." 

"Some bread, Rose, if you please," requested Mar- 
tin, with intense gravity, serenity, phlegm : the boy had 
naturally a low^ plaintive voice, which, in his "dour" 
moods, rose scarcely above a lady's whisper: the more 
inflexibly stubborn the humour, the softer, the sadder 
the tone. He rang the bell, and gently asked for his 
Walking shoes. 

"But, Martin," urged his sire, "there is drift all 
the way — a man could hardly wade through it* How- 
ever, lad," he continued, seeing that the boy rose as 
the church-bell began to toll, "this is a case wherein 1 
would by no means balk the obdurot^ ^W^ ^V\ä&^^* 
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Go to cliurch by all means. There is a pitiless wind, 
and a sharp, frozen sleet, besides the depth under- 
foot. Go out into it, since thou prefers it to a warm 
fireside." 

Martin quietly assumed bis cloak, comf orter, and 
cap, and deliberately went out. 

"My fatber bas more sense than my motber," he 
pronounced. "How women miss itl Tbey drive the 
nail into tbe flesb, tbinklng tbey are bammering away 
at insensate stone." 

He reacbed cburch early. 

"Now, if tbe weatber frigbtens her (and it is a real 
December tempest), or if tbat Mrs. Pryor objects to 
her going out, and I sbould miss her after all, it will 
vex me: but, tempest or tornado, bail or ice, sbe oug/it 
to come; and, if sbe bas a mind wortby of her eyes and 
features, sbe wi'il come: sbe will be bere for the cbance 
of seeing me, as I am bere for tbe cbance of seeing 
her: sbe will want to get a word respecting her con- 
foundcd sweetheart, as I want to get anotber £avour 
of wbat I think the essence of life: a taste of existence, 
with the spirit preserved in it, and not evaporated. 
Adventure is to Stagnation wbat Champagne is to flat 
porter." ^ 

He looked round. The cburch was cold, silent, 
empty, but for one old woman. As tbe cbimes sub- 
sided, and tbe Single bell tolled slowly, anotber and 
anotber elderly parishioner came dropping in, and took 
bis humble Station in tbe free sittings. It is always 
the frailest, tbe oldest, and tbe poorest tbat brave the 
worst weatber, to prove and maintain their constancy 
to dear old motber Cburch: this wild morning, not one 
afßuent family attended, not on* carriage party ap- 
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peared — all the lined and cnshioned pews werevempty; 
onlj OD the 'bare oaken fieats sat ranged the graj- 
haired eiders and feeble paupers. 

"I '11 scom her, if she doesn't come," muttered 
Martin shortlj and savagely to himself. The Rector's 
shovel-hat had passed the porch: Mr. Heistone and liis 
Clerk were in the vestry. 

The bells ceased — the reading-desk was filled — 
the doors were closed — the Service commenced: void 
stood the Rectory-pew — she was not there: Martin 
scorned her. 

"Worthless thing! Vapid thing! Gommöhplace 
humbug ! Like all other girls — weakly, selfish, shallow ! " 

Such was Martin's liturgy. 

"She is not like our pictore: her eyes are not 
large and expressive: her nose is not straight, delicate, 
Hellenic: her mouth has not that charm I thought it 
had — which, I imagined, could beguile me of sullen- 
ness in my worst moods. What is she? A thread- 
paper, a doli, a toy — a girl^ in shott." 

So absorbed was the young cynic, he forgot to rise 
from bis knees at the proper place, and was still in 
an exemplary attitude of devotion when — the litany 
over — the first hymn was given out. To be so 
caught did not contribute to soothe him: he started up 
red (for he was as sensitive to ridicule as any girl). 
To make the matter worse, the church-door had re- 
opened, and the aisles were fiUing: patter, patter, pat- 
ter, a hundred little feet trotted in. It was the Sunday- 
scholars. According to Briarfield winter custom, these 
children had tili now been kept where there was a warm 
stove, and only led into churchjust before the Gom- 
munioii and Sermon. 

Shirley. ff. ^*i 
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The little ones were settled first, and at last, when 
tho boys and the younger girls were all arranged — 
when itie organ was sweliing high, and the choir and 
congregation were rising to uplift a spiritual song — 
a tall class of young women came qoietly in, closing 
the prooession.« Their teacher, haviug seen them. 
seated, passed into the Rectory-pew. The French- 
gray dioak and small beaver bonnet were known to 
Martin: it was the very costume his eyes had achedL 
to catch. Miss Heistone had not suffered the stomi 
to prove an impediment: after all, she was come to 
chnrch. Martin probably whispered his satisfaction to 
his hymn-book; at any rate, he therewith hid his face 
two minutes. 

Satisfied or not, he had time to get very angry 
with her again before the sermon was over; she had 
neyer once looked his way: at least, he had not been 
so lucky as to ^ncounter a glance. 

'^If," he Said — ^4f she takes no notice of me; if 
she Shows I am not in her thoughts, I shall have a 
worse, a meaner opinion of her than ever. Most 
despicable would it be to come for the Btke of those 
sheep-faced Sunday-scholars, and not for my sake, or 
that long skeleton Moore's." 

The sermon found an end; the benediction was 
pronounoed; the congregation dispersed: she had not 
been near him. 

Now, indeed, as Martin set his face homeward, 
he feit that the sleet was sharp, and the east wind 
cold. 

His nearest way lay throngh some fields: it was a 

dangerowSj because an uQtrodden way: he did not 

care; be would take it. Sewc i>:v^ %^W)itA. ^NiAa Tose a 
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clump of trees; was that aa umbreUa waiting there? 
Yes: an umbreUa held with evident difficultj against 
the blast: behind it fiiittered a Freiich gray cloak. 
Martin grinned as he toiled up the steep, encumbered 
field, difficult to the footas a slope in th« upper realms 
of Etna. There was an inimitable look in his face 
when, having gained the Stile, he seäted himself coolly 
thereupon, and thus opened a Conference which, for 
his own part, he was "v^ling to prolong indefinitely. 

^^I think you had better strlke a bargain: exchange 
me for Mrs. Pryor," 

^'I was not sure whether you would come this 
way, Martin; but I thought I' would mn the chance: 
there is no such thing as getting a quiet word spoken 
in the church or churchyard." 

"Will you agree? ' Make over Mrs. Pryor to my 
mother, and put me in her skirts?" 

"As if I could understand you! What puts Mrs. 
Pryor into your head?" 

"You call her ^mama,' don't you?" 
"She w my mama." 

^^Not possible — or so inefficient, so careless a 
mama — I should make a five times better one. You 
may laugh: I have no objection to see you laugh: 
your teeth -^ I hate ugly teeth; but yours are äs 
pretty as a pearl necklace, and a necklace of which the 
pearls are very fair, even, and well matched, too.'^ 

"Martin, what now? I thought the Yorkes never 
paid compliments?" 

"They have not done tili this generation; but I 
feel as if it were my vocation to tum out a new va- 
riety of the Yorke species. I am rather tired of my 
own ancestors: we have traditiouB |^o\iv^ \^«ü(2^ V^t N5^>sx 
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ages — tales of Hiram, which was the son of Hiram, 
which was the son of Samuel, which was the son of 
John, which was the son of Zeruhbabel Torke. All, 
from Zeruhbabel down to the last Hiram, were such 
as you See vay father. Before that, there was a God- 
frey: we have his picture; it hangs in Moore's bed- 
room: it is like me. Of his character, we know no- 
thing; but I am sure it was different to his descen- 
dants: he has long curling dark hair; he is carefully 
and cavalierly dressed. Having Said that he is like 
me, I need not add that he is handsome." 
"You are not handsome, Martin." 
"No; but wait a while: just let me take my time: 
I mean to begin from this day to cultivate, to polish, 
— and we shall see." 

"You are a very Strange — a very unaccountable 
boy, Martin; but don't imagine you ever will be hand- 
some: you cannot." 

"I mean to try. But we were talking abbut Mrs. 
Pryor: she must be the most unnatural mama in 
existence, coolly to let her daughter come out in this 
weather. Mine was in such a rage, because I wonld 
go to church: she was fit to fling the kitchen-bmsh 
after me." 

"Mama was very much concerned about me; but 
I,am afraid I was obstinate: I would go." 
"To See me?" 

"Exactly: I thought of nothing eise. I greatly 
feared the snow would hinder you from Coming: you 
don't know how pleased I was to s^e you all by your- 
self in the pew." 

"/ came to fulfil my duty, and set the parish a 
good example. And so you "v^et^ Oö^^xaal^^ were you? 
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I jBhottld like to see you obstinate, I should. Wouldn't 
I have you in good discipline if I owned you? Lei me 
take the umbrella." 

'^I can't 8tay two minutes : our dinner will be ready«*' 

^^And 80 wiU ours; and we have always a bot dün- 
ner on Sunday8. Boast goose to-day, witb apple-pie 
and rice-pudding. I always contiive to know the bill 
off fare: well, I like these things uncommonly; but I'll 
make the Baorifice, if you wilL" 

^^We have a cold dinner: my uncle will allow no 
lumecessary cooking on the Sabbath. But I muBt re- 
tum: the honse would be in comnlotion, iff I failed to 
appear." 

^^So will Briarmains, ble88 youl I think I hear 
my üather 8ending out the overlooker and five off the 
dyers, to look in six directions for the body of hi8 
prodigal spn in the snow; and my mother repent- 
ing her off her many misdeeds towards me, now I am 
gone." 

^* Martin, how i8 Mr. Moore?" 

^^That is what yoü came Cor — just to say that 
Word." 

'^Come, teil me quickly." 

^^Hangiiim! He is no worse; but as ill-used as 

ever — mewed up, kept in solitary confinement. They 

mean to make either an idiot or a maniac of him, and 

*take out a commission off lunacy. Horsfall starves 

him: you saw how thin he was." 

'^Tou were very good the other day, Martin." 

"What day? 1 am always good — a model." 
- "When wUl you be so good again?" 

"I See what you are after; but yoü '11 not wheedle 
me: 1 am no cat*s paw." 
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^'But it must be dohe: it is quite a right thin^ 
a necessary thing." 

^'How jou encroach! Kemember, I manage 
matter of my own free-will before." 
,"And you will again." 

^'I won't: tbe business gave me far too 
trouble: I like my ease." 

^'Mr. Moore wishes to see me, Martin; and 1 
to See bim." 

"I daresay" (coolly). 

^^It is too bad of your mother to exclud 
friends." • 

"Teil her so." 

"His own relational" 

"Come and blow her up." 

"You know that would advance notbing. W 
shali stick to my point. See bim I will. If you 
belp me, I 'U manage witbout belp." 

"Do: tbere is notbing like self-reliance — 
dependence." 

"I bave no time to reason witb you now; 
consider you provoking. Grood-morning." 

Away sbe went — tbe umbrella sbut; for she 
not carry it against tbe wind« ' 

^^Sbe is not vapid; sbe is not sballow," said 
tin. "I sball like to watcb, and mark bow sb< 
work ber way witbout belp. If tbe storm wer 
of snow, but of fire r~ sucb as camerefresl 
down on tbe cities of tbe piain — sbe woul 
tbrougb it, to procure five minntes' speecb oi 
Moore. Now, I consider I bare bad a pleasant i 
ing: tbe disappointments got time on: tbe feari 
ßta of anger only made that sbort discourse pleas 



i 
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when it came at last. She expected to coax me at 
once: she '11 not manage that in one effort: she shall 
come again, again, and yet again. It would please me 
to put her in a passion — to make her cry : I want 
to discover how far she will go — what she will db 
and dare — to get her will. It seems strangb and 
new to find one human being thinking so much about 
anotber as she thinks about Moore. — But it is time 
to go home: my appetite teils me the hour: won't 
I ' walk into that goose? — and we '11 try whether 
Matthew or I shall get the largest cut of the fipple-pie 
to-day." 



CHAPTEB XVin. 

Wherein matters make some progress , but not much. 

I 

Mabtin had planned well: he had laid out a 
dexterously-concerted scheine for his private amuse- 
ment; hut older and wiser schemers than he are often 
doomed to see their finest-spun projects swept to an- 
nihilation by- the sudden broom of Fate — that feil 
housewife, whose red arm none can control. In tbe 
present instance, this broom was 'manufactared out of 
the tough fibres of Moore's own stubbom purpose, 
bound tight with his will. He was now resuming bis 
strength, and making Strange head against Mrs. Hors- 
fall. Each morning, he amazed that matron with s 
fresh astonishment. First, he discharged her from her 
valet-duties: he would dress himself. Then, he refused 
the coffee she brought him: he would breakfast with 
the family. Lastly, he forbade her his Chamber« On 
the same day, amidst the outcries of all the women in 
the place, he put his head out of döors. The moming 
after, he followed Mr. Yorke to his counting-house, 
and requested an envoy to fetch a chaise from the Bed- 
House Inn. He was resolved, he said, to. return home 
to the Hollow that very affemoon. Mr. Yor&e, in- 
stead of opposing, aided and abetted him: the chaise 
was sent for, though Mrs. Torke dedared the Step 
would be his death. It came. Moore, little disposed 
to speak, made his purse do duty for his tongue: he 
expressed his gratitude to the servants and to Mrs. 
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Horsfall, by the chink of bis coin. The latter per- 
sonage approved and understood this language per- 
fecüy; it made amends for all previous contumacity: 
she and her patient parted the best friends in the 
World. 

The kitchen visited and soothed, Moore betook 
himdelf to the parlour: he had Mrs. Yorke to appease; 
not quite so easy a task as the pacification of her 
housemaids. There she sat plunged in suUen dudgeon; 
the gloomiest specolations on the depths of man's in- 
gratitude absorbing her thoughts. He drew near and 
bent over her; she was obliged to look up, if it were 
only to bid him ^^avaunt." There was beauty still in 
bis pale, wasted features; there was earnestness, and 
a sort of sweetness — for he was smiling — in his 
hollow eyes. 

^^Good-bye!"- he said; and as he spoke the smile 
glittered and melted. He had no iron mastery of his 
sentotions now: a trlfling emotion made itself apparent 
in his present weak State. 

^'And what are you going to leave us for?" she 
asked: ^'we will keep you, and dö anything in the 
World -for you, if you will only stay tili you are 
stronger." 

^^Good-bye!" he again said; and added, '^you 
have been a mother to me: giye your wilful son* one 
embrace." 

Like a foreigner, as *he was, he o£fered her first 
one cheek, then the other: she kissed him. 

. "YHiat a trouble — what a bürden I have been to 
you!" he muttered. 

^^You are the worst trouble now, headstrong 
youth!" was the answer. "I wondex -wViö \& \ä tssswä 
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you at Hollow*s cottage: your «ister Hortense knows 
no more about such matters than a child." 

^'Thank Godl for I have had nursing enough to 
last me my life." 

Here the little girls came in; Jessie crying, Böse 
qniet, but grave. Moore took them out into the hall 
to soothe, pet, and kiss them. He knew it was not 
in their mother's natore to bear to see any living thing 
caressed, but herseif: she would have feit annoyed had 
he fondled a kitten in her presence. 

The boys were Standing about the chaise. as Moore 
entered it; but for them he had no farewell. To Mr. 
Yorke he only Said, — 

^^You have a good riddance of me: that was an 
unlucky shot for you, Yorke; it turned Briarmains 
into an hospitai. Gome and see me at the cottage 



soon." 



He drew up the glass; the chaise rolled away. 
In half an hour he alighted at his own garden-wicket 
Having paid the driver and dismissed the vehide, 
he leaned on that wicket an instant^ at once to rest 
and to muse. 

^^'Six months ago I passed out at this gate," said 
he, '^a proud, angry, disappointed man; I come back 
sadder and wiser: weakly enough, but not worried. 
A cold, gray, yet quiet world lies round — a world 
where, if I hope little, I fear nothing. All slavish 
terrors of embarrassment have left me: let the worst 
come, I caA work, as Joe Scott does, for an honour- 
able living: in such doom, I yet see some hardship, 
but no degradation. Formerly, pecuniary ruin was 
equivalent ior my eyes to personal dishonour. It is 
not so Bow: I know the ^eic^ncA» Ruin ü an evil; 
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bat one for which I em prepared; the day of whose 
Coming I know, for I have calcalated. I can yet put 
it off six months — not an hour longer: if things by 
tbat time altef — which is not probable; if fetters^ 
which now seem indissoluble , should be loosened from 
our trade (of all things the most unlikely to happen) 

— I might conquer in this long struggle yet — I might 

— Grood GodI what might I not do? But the thought 
is a brief madness: let me see things with sane eyes« 
Ruin will come, lay her axe to my fortone's roots, and 
hew them down. I shall snatch a sapling, I shall 
cross the sea, and plant it in American woods. Louis 
will go with me. Wül none but Louis go? I cannot 
teil — I have no right to ask." 

He entered the house. 

It was aftemoon, twilight yet out of doors: starless 
and moonless twilight; for, though keenly freezing 
with a dry black frost, heaven wore a mask of douds 
congealed and fast-locked. The mill-dam too was 
frozen: the Hollow was very still: in-doors it was al- 
ready dark. Sarah had lit a good fire in the parlour, 
she was preparing tea in the kitchen. 

^^Hortense," said Moore, as bis sister bustled up to 
help him off with bis cloak, '^I am pleased to come home." 

Hortense did not feel the peculiar novelty of this 
expression Coming from her brother, who had never 
before called the cottage bis home, and to whom its 
narrow limits had always heretofore seemed rather re- 
strictive than protective: still, whatever contributed to 
bis happiness pleased her; and she expressed herseif to 
tbat effect. 

He sat down, but soon rose again: he went to the 
Window; he came back to the fire. 
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"Hortense!" 

"Mon frere?" 

^^This little parlour looks yery clean and pleasant: 
unusually bright, somehow." 

'^It is tme, brother: I have had the whole house 
thoronghly and scmpulously cleaned in your absence.'' 

"Sister, I think on this first day of your return* 
home, yoü ought to have a friend or so to tea; if it 
were only to see how fresh and spruce you have made 
the little place." 

^^Tme, brother: if it were not late, I might send 
for Miss Mann." 

^^So you might; but it really is too late to disturb 
that good lady; and the evening is much too cold for 
her to come out." 

"How thoughtful in you, dear Gerard! We must 
put it off tili another day." 

"I want some one to-day, dear sister: some quiet 
guest, who would tire neither of us." ^ 

"Miss Ainley?" 

"An excellent person, they say; but she lives too 
far off. Teil Hariy Scott to step up to the Bectory, 
with a reqtiest'from you, that Caroline Heistone should 
come and spend the evening with you." 

"Would it not be better to-morrow, dear brother?" 

"I should like her to see the place as it is just 
now: its brilliant cleanliness and perfect neatness are 
so much to your credit." 

"It might benefit her in the way of example." 

"It might and must: she ought to come." 

He went into the kitchen. 

"Sarah, delay tea half an hour." He then com- 
missioned her to despatch Harry Scott to the Rectory, 



MATTEBS MAKE SLOW PB06BES8. ' 349 

giying her a twisted note hastily scribbled in pencil hy 
himself, atid addressed ^^Miss Heistone." 

Scarcely had Sarah time to get impatient under the 
fear of damage to her toast ahreadj prepared, when 
the messenger retnrned; and with him the invited 
gaest. 

She entered through the kitchen, qnietly tripped 
np Sarah's stairs to take o£f her bonnet and fürs, and 
came down as quietly, with her beautifnl cnrls nicely 
smoothed; her graceful merino dress and delicate coÜar 
all trim and spotless; her gay little work-bag in her 
band. She lingered to exchange a few kindly words 
with Sarah; and to look at the new tortoise-shell kitten 
basking on the kitchen hearth; and to speak to the 
canary^bird, which a sudden blaze from the fire had 
Startled on its perch; and then she betook herseif to 
the patlour. 

The gentle salutation, the friendly welcome ^ were 
interchanged in such tranquil sort as befitted cousins 
meeting; a sense of pleasore, subtle and quiet as a 
perfame, diffused itself through the room; the newly 
kindled lamp bumed up bright; the tray and the 
singing um were brought in. 

^^I am pleased to come home /' repeated Mr. 
Moore. 

They assembled round the table. Hortense chiedy 
talked. She congratulated Caroline on the evident im- 
provement in her health: her colpur and her plump 
cheeks were retuming, she remarked. It was true: 
there was an obvious change in Miss Heistone: all 
about her seemed elastic; depressio^ii, fear, forlomness, 
were withdrawn: no longer crushed, and saddened, 
and slow, and drooping^ she iooked^&& otä-^V^Xä^ 
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tasted the cordial of heart's-ease, and been lifted on 
the wing of hope. 

After tea, Hortense went up-stairs: she had not 
mmmaged her drawers for a month past, and the im* 
pulse to perform that Operation was now become re- 
sistless. During her absence, the talk passed into Ca- 
roUne's hands: she took it up with ease; she feil into 
her best tone of conversation. A pleasing facility and 
elegance of language gave fresh charm to familiär 
topics : a new music in the always soft voice gentlj 
surprised and pleasingly captivated the listener; nn- 
wonted shades and lights of expressioYi elevated the 
young countenance with character, and kindled it with 
animation. 

^^ Caroline, yon look as if yon had heard good 
tidings," Said Moore, after eamestly gazing at her for 
some minutes. 

"Do I?" 

"I sent for you this evening that I might be 
cheered; but you cheer me more than I had calca- 
lated." 

"I am glad of that. And I really cheer you?" 

"You look brightly; move bnoyiuitly; speak 
musically." 

"It is pleasant to be here again." 

"Truly it is pleasant: I feel it so. And to see 
health on your cheek, and hope in your eye, is plea- 
sant, Gary: but what is this hope, and what is the 
source of this sunshine I perceiye about you?" 

"For one thing, I am happy in mama: I love her 

so much, and she loves me. Long and tenderly she 

nursed me; now, when her care has made me well, 1 

can occupy myself for and mth h&r all ihe day. I say 



MATTEBS MA^ÜB SLOW PB06BESS. 351 

it is mj turn to attend to her; and I do attend to her: 
I am her waiting-woman, as well as her child: I like 
— you would laugh if you knew what pleasure I have 
in making dresses and sewing for her. She looks so 
nice now, Robert: I will not let her be old-fashioned. 
And then, she is charming to talk to: füll of wisdom; 
ripe in judgment; rieh in Information; exhaostless in 
Stores her observant faculties have qnietly amassed. 
Every day that I live witii her, I like her better; I 
esteem her more highly; I love her more tenderly. 

^^That for one thing, then, Gary, you talk in such 
a way abont ^mama,' it is enough to make one jealous 
of the old lady." 

"She is not old, Robert." 

"Of the young lady, then." 

"She does not pretend to be young." 

"Well — of the matron. But you said *mama's' 
affection was one thing that made you happy: now for 
the other thing." 

"I am glad you are better." 

"What besides? " 

"I am glad we are friends." 

"You andl?" 
, "Yes: I once thought we never should be." 

"Gary, some day I mean to teil you a thing about 
myself that is not to my credit, and, consequently, will 
not please you." 

"Ah! — don'tl I cannot bear to think ill of you." 

"And I cannot bear that you should think better of 
me than I deserve." 

"Well, but I half know your *thing:' indeed, I be- 
lieve 1 know all about it." 

"You do not'.' 
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"I belieye I do." 

^^Whom does it coneem besides me?" 

She coloared; she hesitated; sbe was silent. 

^'Speak, Caryl — whom does it concern?" 

Sbe tried to atter a name, and could not. 

^'Tell me: tbere is none present bat ourselves: 
be frank." 

"Bnt if I gaess wrong?" 

"I will forgive. Whisper, Gary." 

He bent bis ear to her lips: still sbe wonld not, 
or could not, speak clearlj to the point. Seeing that 
Moore waited, and was resolved to bear sometbing, she 
at last Said, — 

^'Miss Keeldar spent a day at tbe Bectory aibotit a 
week since. The evening came on very wiatry, and 
we persuaded her to stay all night." 

^^And you and she curled your bair togetber? " 

"How do you know that? " 

"And then you chatted; and she told you " 

"It was not at curling-hair time; so you are not as 
wise as you think: and besides, she didn't teil me." 

"You slept togetber afterwards?" 

"We ocoupied tbe same room and bed. We did 
not sleep mucb: we talked tbe wböle night througb." 

"I '11 be swom you didl and tlien it all came out 
— tant pis. I would ratber you had beard it from 
myself." 

"Tou are quite wrong: sbe did not teil me what 
you suspect: she is not the person to proclaim such 
things; but yet I inferred sometbing from parts of her 
discourse: I gathered more from rumour, and I made 
oat tbe reat by instinct." 

"J5at it she did not td\ you xJaaX \'wd\ää. \ä tciarry 
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her for the sake of her money, and that sherefused me 
indignantly and scornfuUj (70a need neither atart nor 
blush; nor yet need you prick your trembling fingers 
with your needle: that is the piain truth, whether you 
like it or not) — if such was not the subject of her 
august confidences, on what point did they turn? You 
say you talked the whole night through: what about?" 

^^About things we never thoroughly discussed before, 
intimate friends as we have been: but you hardly ex 
pect I should teil you?" 

"Yes, yes, Gary, — you will teil me: you said we 
were friends; and friends should always confide in 
each other.*' 

"But you are sure you won't repeat it? " 

"Quite sure.** 

"Not to Louis?*' 

"Not even to Louis? What does Louis care for 
young ladies' secrets?*' 

"Robert — Shirley is a curious, magnanimous 
being." 

"I daresay: I can imagine there are both odd points 
and grand points about her." 

"I have found her charyan showing her feelings; 
but when they rush out, river-like, and pass füll and 
powerful before you — almost without leave from her 
— you gaze, wonder, you admire, and — I think — 
love her.*' 

"You saw this jsp^ctacle?** 

"Yes: at dead of night; when all the house was 
silent, and starlight, and the cold refleetion from the 
snow gUmmered in our Chamber,^ — then I saw Shir« 
ley*8 heart.** 

Shirley, IL ^i^ 
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"Her heart's core? Do you think she showed you 
that? " 

"Her heart's core." 

"And how was it? " 

"Like a shrine, — for it was holy; Kke snow, — 
for it was pure; like flame, — for it was warm; like 
death, — for it was strong." 

"Can she love? Teil me that." 

"What think you? " 

"She has loved none that have loved her yet." 

" Who are those that have loved her?" 

He named a list of gentlemen, closing with Sir 
Philip Nunnely. 

"She has loved none of these." 

"Yet some of them were worthy of a woman's 
affection." 

"Of some women's; but not of Shirley's." 

"Is she better than others of her sex? " 

^'She is peculiar, and more dangerous to take as a 
wife — rasÜy." 

"I can imagine that." 

"She spoke of you — " 

"Oh! she did! I thought you denied it. 

"She did not speak in the way you fancy; but I 
asked her, and I would make her teil me what she 
theught of you, or rather, how she feit towards you. 1 
wanted to know: I had long wanted to know." 

"So had I; but let us hear: she thinks meanly -^ 
she feels contemptuously, doubtless?" 

"She thinks of you almost as hlghly as a woman 
ean think of a man. You know she can be eloquent: 
I yet feel in fancy the glow of the language in whidi 
her opiüion was conveyed. 



«« 
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"Bnt how does she feel?" 

^^Till you shocked her (she said you had shocked 
her, bat she would not teil me how), she feit as a sister 
feels towards a brother of whom she is at once fond 
and proud." 

"I '11 shock her no more, Gary, for the shook re- 
bounded on myself tili I staggered again: but that 
comparison about sister and brother is all nonsense: 
she is too rieh and proud to entertain fraternal senti- 
ments for me." 

^^You don*t know her, Robert; and somehow, I 
iaacy now {I had other ideas formerly), that you can- 
not know her: you and she are not so constructed as 
to be able thoroughly to understand each other." 

^'It may be so. I esteem her; I admire her; and 
yet my impressions conceming her are harsh — per- 
haps uncharitable. I believe, for instance, that she is 
incapable of love — " 

"Shirley incapable of love! " 

*'That she will never marry: I imagine her jealous 
of compromising her pride, of relinquishing her power, 
of sharing her property." 

"Shirley has hurt your amour- propre." 

"She did hurt it — though I had not an emotion 
of tenderness, not a spark of passion for her." 

"Then, Bobert, it was very wicked in you to wänt 
to marry her." 

"And very mean, my little pastor, my pretty 
priestess. I never wanted to kiss Miss Keeldar in my 
life, though she has fine lips, scarlet and round, as 
ripe cherries; or, if I did wish it, it was the mere 
desire of the eye." ^ 

"I doubt^ now, whether you ate «^eÄAüSE^^^^spo^"" 
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the grapes or the ehernes are sour — ^hong too 
high.' " 

^'She has a pretty figure, a pretty face, beautifal 
hair: I acknowledge all her chamus and feel none of 
them; or only feel them in a way she would disdain. 
I suppose I was truly tempted, by the mere gilding 
of the bait. Caroline, what a noble fellow your Ro- 
bert is — great, good, disinterested, andthen so pure!" 

^^But not perfect: he made a great blunder once, 
and we will hear no more about it." 

"And shall we think no more about it, Gary? 
Shall we not despise him in our heart, gentle but just, 
compassionate but upright? " 

"Never! We will remember that with what mea- 
sure we mete it shall be measured unto us, and so we 
will give no scorn — only affection." 

"Which won't satisfy, I warn you of that 
Something besides affection — something far stronger, 
sweeter, warmer — will be demanded one day: is it 
there to give?" 

Caroline was moved — much moved. 

"Be calm, Lina," said Moore, soothingly; "I have 
no Intention, because I have no right, to perturb your 
mind now, nor for months to come: don't look as if 
you would leave me: we will make no more agitating 
allusions: we will resume our gossip. Do not tremble: 
look me in the face: see what a poor, pale, grim phan- 
tom I am — more pitiable than formidable." 

She looked shyly. "There is something formida- 
ble still, pale as you are," ' she said, as her eye feil 
under bis. 

"To retum to Shirley," pursued Moore; "is it your 
opiüion that she b evex WVläVj Xö xqjkct:^?^ 
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"She loves." 

"Platonically — theoretically — all humbug!" 

"She loves, what I call, sincerely." 

"Did she say so?" 

"I cannot affirm that she said so: no such con- 
iession as I love this man or that, passed her Ups." 

"I thonght not" 

"Bat the feeling made its way in spite of her, and 
^ saw it She spoke of one man in a strain not to be 
misunderstood: her voice alone was sufficient testimony. 
Having wrung from her an opinion on your character, 
I demanded a second opinion of — another person 
about whom I had my conjectures; though they were 
the most tangled and puzzled conjectures in the world. 
I would make her speak: I shook her, I chid her, I 
pinched her fingers when she tried to put me o£f with 
gibes and jests in her queer, provoking way, aod at 
last, out it came: the voice, I say, was enough; hardly 
raised above a whidper, and yet such a soft vehemence 
in its tones. There was no confession — no confi- 
dence in the matter: to these things she cannot con- 
descend; but I am sure that man's happiness is dear 
to her as her own life." 

"Who is. it?" 

"I charged her with the fact; she did not deny; 
she did not avow, but looked at me: I saw her eyes 
by the snow-gleam. It was quite enough : I triumphed 
over her mercilessly." 

"What right had you to triamph? Do you mean 
to say you are fancy-free?" 

"Whatever / am, Shirley is a bondswomaur 
Lionessl She has found her captor. Mistress she may be 
o! all round her — but her owu m\Ätw»% ^^ >s» \äV 
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V 

"So you exulted at recognising a fellow-slave in 
one so fair and imperial?" 

"I did; Robert, you säy right, in one so fair and 
imperial." 

'•You confess it — a /<?//ott;-slave?" 

'^I confess nothing; but I say that haughty Shirlej 
is no more free than was Hagar." 

"And who, pray, is the Abraham; the hero of a 
Patriarch who has achieved sach a conquest?" 

"You still speak scornfully, and cynically, and 
sorely; but I will make you change your note before 
I have done with you." 

"We will See that: can she marry tbis Cupidon?" 

"Cupidon! he is just about as much a Cupidon as 
you are a Cyclops." 

"Can she marry him?" 

"You will See." 

"I want to know his name, Cary." 

"Guess it." 

"Is it any one in this neighbourhood?" 

"Yes, in Briarfield parish." 

"Then it is some person unworthy of her. I don't 
know a soul in Briarfield parish her equal." 

"Guess." 

"Impossible. I suppose she is under a delusion, 
and will plunge into some absurdity after all." 

Caroline smiled. 

"Do you approve the choice?" asked Moore. 

"Quite, quUe.'' 

"Then I am puzzled; for the head which owns this 

bounteous fall of hazel curls is an excellent little thinking 

machine , most äccurate in its working : it boasts a correct, 

steady judgment, inlieT\\Ä^ Itotö. ^ töässä^' L au^pose." 
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^^And I guile approve, and mama was charmedJ 

^'^Mama' charmed! Mrs. Pryor. It can't be ro- 
mandc then?" 

^^It IS romantic, but it is also right." 

^'Tell me, Gary. Teil me out of pitj: I am too 
weak to be tantalized." 

'^You shall be tantalized: it will do you no härm: 
you are not so weak as you pretend." 

^'I haye twice this evening had some thonghts of 
falling on the floor at your feet." 

'^You had better not: I shall dedine to help you 
up." 

"And worshipping you downright My mother 
was a Boman Catholic; you look like the loveliest of 
her pictures of the Virgin: I think I will embrace her 
faith, and kneel and adore." 

"Robert, Robert, sit still; don't be absurd: I will 
go to Hortense, if you commit extravagances." 

"You have stolen my senses: just now nothing; will 
come into my mind but 4es litanies de la sainte Vidrge. 
Rose Celeste, reine des Anges!'" 

" ' Tour d'ivoire , maison d'or' : }s not that the 
Jargon? Well, sit down quietly, and guess your 
riddle." 

"But, 'mama' charmed! There's the puzzle." 

"I '11 teil you what mama said when I told her: 
^Depend upon it, my dear, such a choice will make 
the happiness of Miss Keeldar's life.'" 

" I 'Ü guess once, and do more. It is old Heistone. 
She is going to be your aunt." 

"I'll teil my uncle; I'll teil Shirley!" cried Caro- 
line, laughing gleefully. "Guess again, Robert; your 
blunders are charming.' 



>9 
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^'It is ihe parson, Hall.' 

^^Indeed, no: he is mine, if you please.' 

^' Tours! Ay! the whole generation of women In 
Briarfield seemed to have made an idol of that priest: 
I wonder why: he is bald, sand-blind, gray-haired." 

*^ Fanny will be here to fetch me, before you hare 
solved the riddle, if you don't make haste." 

^'I'll guess no more, I am tired: and then I don't 
care. Miss Keeldar may marry 4e grand Türe' for 



me." 



"Must I whisper." 

^'That you must, and quickly: here comes Hör- 
tense; come near, a little nearer, my own Lina: I care 
for the whisper more than the words." 

She whispered: Bobert gave a Start, a flash of the 
eye, a brief laugh: Miss Moore entered, and Sarah 
followed behind , with Information that Fanny was 
come. The hour of converse was over. 

Robert found a moment to exchange a few more 
whispered sentences: he was waiting at the foot of the 
stairease, as Caroline descended after putting on her 
shawL 

^'Must I call Shirley a noble creatnre now?" he 
asked. 

*'If you wish to speak the truth, certainly." 

"Must I forgive her?" 

"Forgive her? Naughty Robert! Was she in the 
wrong, or were you?" 

"Must I at length love her downright, Gary?" 

Caroline looked keenly up, and made a movement 
towards him, something between the loving and the 
fietolant 

*'Oaly give the word, anÄ. VW \r| \ö ^V^«^ -^qm»" 
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^'Indeed, yon mu8t not love her: the bare idea is 
perverse." • 

^'But then she is handsome, peculiarlj handsom^ 
hers is a beautj that grows on jou: you think her 
but graceful, when jou first see her; you discover 
her to be beantiful, when you have known her for a 
year." 

*'It is not you who are to say these things. Now, 
Robert, be good." 

"Oh! Gary, I have no love to give. Were the 
goddess of beauty to woo me, I could not meet her 
advances: there is no heart which I can call mine in 
this breast" 

"So much the better: you are a great deal safer 
without: good-night" 

"Why must you always go, Lina, at the very in- 
stant when I most want you to stay?" 

"Because you most wish to'retain when yoü are 
most certain to lose." 

"Listen; one other word. Take care of your own 
heart: do you hear me?" 

"There is no danger." 

"I am not convinced of that: the Piatonic parson, 
for instance." 

"Who? Malone?" 

"Cyril Hall: I owe more than one twinge of jealousy 
to that quarter." 

"As to you, you have been flirting with Miss 
Mann: she showed me the other day a plant you had 
given her. Fanny, I am ready.' 



>» 



CHAPTER XrX. 

Wrilten in tbe school-room. 

Louis Moobe's donbts, respecting the immediate 
ev^umation of Fieldhead bj Mr. Sympson, tnrned out 
to be perfecüj well founded. The veiy next day after 
the grand quarrel about Sir Philip Nnniielj, a sort of 
recondliation was patched np between nnde and niece: 
Shirlej, who conld never find in her heart to be or to 
»eem inhospitable (except in the Single instance of Mr. 
Donne), begged the whole party to stay a little longer: 
she heggeä. in snch eamest, it was evident she wished 
it, for some reason. They took her at her word: io- 
deed, the uncle conld not bring faimself to leave her 
qnite nnwatched — at fall liberty to many Bobert 
Moore, as soon as that gentleman should be able (Mr. 
Sympson pioosly prayed this might never be the case) 
to reassert his snpposed pretensions to her band. They 
aU stayed. 

In his first rage against all the house of Moore, 
Mr. Sympson had so conducted himself towards Mr. 
Louis, that that gentleman — patient of labonr or 
sufiering, but intolerant of coarse insolence — had 
promptly resigned his post, and conld now be indneed 
to resome and retain it only tili such time as the 
family should quit Yorkshire: Mrs. Sympson's en- 
treaties prevailed with him thus far; his own attach- 
ment to his pupil constituted an additional motive for 
concesßion; and probably \v« had a third motive, 
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stronger than either of the other two: probably be 
would baye found it very bard indeed to leave Field- 
bead just now. 

Things went on, for some time, pretty smootblj: 
Miss Keeldar's bealtb was re-establisbed; ber spirits 
resumed tbeir flow: Moore bad found means to relieve 
her from every nervous apprebension; and, indeed, 
from the moment of giving him ber confidence, eyery 
fear seemed to have taken wing: her heart became as 
lightsome, her manner as careless, as those of a little 
child, tbat, thougbtless of its own life or death, trusts 
all responsibility to its parents. He and William Far- 
ren — tbrough wbose medium he made inquiries con- 
cerning the State of Phoebe — agreed in asserting tbat 
the dog was not mad: tbat it was pnly ill-usage wbicb 
had driven ber from home; for it was proved tbat her 
master was in the frequent babit of chastising ber 
violently. Tbeir assertion migbt, or migbt not, be 
true: the groom and gamekeeper affirmed to the con- 
trary; botb asserting tbat, if bers was not a clear case 
of hydropbobia, there was no such disease. But to 
tbis eyidence Louis Moore turned an incredulous ear: 
be reported to Sbirley only what was encouraging: 
sbe believed bim; and, right or wrong, it is certain 
tbat in ber case the bite proved innocuous. 

November passed; December came: the Sympsons 
were now really departing; it was incumbent on tbem 
to be at home by Christmas; tbeir packages were pre- 
paring; they were to leave in a few days. One winter 
evening, during the last week of tbeir stay, Louis 
Moore again took out bis little blank book, and dis- 
coursed witb it as follows: — 
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'^She is lovelier than ever. Since thai liitle cloud 
was dispelled, all the temporary waste and wanness 
have vanished. It was marvellous to see how soon the 
magical energy of youth raised her elastic, and revived 
her blooming. 

''After breakfast this moming, when I had seen 
her, and listened to her, and — so to speak — feit 
her, in eyery sentient atom of my frame, I passed from 
her sunny presence into the chill drawing - room. 
Taking up a little gilt yolume, I found it to contain 
a selection of lyrics. I read a poem or two : whether 
the spell was in me or in the yerse, I know not, but 
my heart filled genially — my pulse rose: I glowed, 
notwithstanding the frost-air. I, too, am young as 
yet; though she said she neyer considered me young, 
I am barely thirty: there are moments when life — 
for no other reason than my own youth — beams with 
sweet hues upon me. 

''It was time to go to the school-room: I went 
That same school-room is rather pleasant in a mom- 
ing; the sun then shines through the low lattice; the 
books are in order; there are no papers strewn abont; 
the fire is clear and clean; no cinders haye fallen, no 
ashes accumulated. I found Henry there, and he bad 
brought with him Miss Keeldar: they were together. 

"I said she was loyelier than eyer: she is. A fine 
rose, not deep but delicate, opens on her cheek; her 
eye, always dark, clear, 6nd speaking, utters now a 
language I cannot render — it is the utterance, seen 
not heard, through which angels must haye commnned 
when there was 'silence in heayen.' Her hair was al- 
ways dusk as night, and fine as silk; her neck was al- 
waya faiTf flexible, poUalxed — but both have now a 
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new charm: the tresses are soft as shadow, the Shoul- 
ders they fall on wear a goddess-grace. Once I only 
saw her beauty, now I feel it. 

^' Henry was repeating his lesson to her before 
bringing it to me — one of her hands was occupied 
with the book, he held the other: that boy gets more 
than his share of priyileges; he dares caress and is 
caressed. What indulgence and compassion she shows 
him! Too much: if this went on, Henry, in a. f ew 
years, when his sonl was formed, would ofifer it on her 
altar as I have ojQfered mine. 

^'I saw her eyelid flitter when I came in, bnt she 
did not lock up: now she hardly ever gives me a 
glance. She seems to groW silent too — to me she 
rarely speaks, and, when I am present, she says little 
to others. In my gloomy moments, I attribute this 
change to indifference, — aversion, — what not? In 
my sunny intervals, I give it another meaning: I say, 
were I her equal, I could find in this shyness — coy- 
ness, and in that coyness — loVe. As it is, dare I 
look for it? What could I do with-it, if found? 

''This morning I dared, at least, contrive an hour's 
communion for her and me; I dared not only wish — 
but will an interview with her: I dared summon soli- 
tude to guard us. Very decidedly I called Henry to 
the door: without hesitation, I said, 'Go where you 
will, my boy; but, tili I call you, retum not here.' 

''Henry, I could see, did not like his dismissal: 
that boy is young, but a thinker: his meditative eye 
shines on me strangely sometimes: he half feels what 
links me to Shirley; he half guesses that there is a 
dearer delight in the reserve with which I am treated, 
than in all the endearments h^ \a »Wo^^» 'Wä ^^-was^-. 
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lame, half-grown lion would growl at me now and 
then, because I haye tamed bis lioness and am her 
keeper, did not the habit of discipline and tbe instioct 
of affection bold bim subdued. Go, Henry; you must 
learn to take your sbare of tbe bitter of life with all 
of Adam's race tbat baye gone before, or will come 
after you: your destiny can be no exception to the 
common lot: be grateful tbat your love is overlooked 
tbus early, before it can claim any affinity to passion: 
an hour's fret, a pang of envy suffice to express what 
you feel: Jealousy bot as tbe sun above the line, Rage 
destructive as tbe tropic storm, tbe clime of your sen- 
sations ignores — as yet. 

^'I took my usual seat at tbe desk, quite in mj 
usual way : I am blessed in tbat power to cover all in- 
ward ebuUition witb outward calm. No one who looks 
at my slow face can guess tbe vortex sometimes whirl- 
ing in my beart, and engulfing tbought, and wrecking 
prudence. Pleasant is it to bave tbe gift to proceed 
peacefully and powerfully in your course without 
alarming by one eccentric movement It was not my 
present intention to utter one word of love to ber, or 
to reveal one glimpse of tbe fire in wbicb I wasted. 
Fresumptuous , I never bave. been; presumptuous, I 
never will be: ratber than even seem selfisb and in- 
terested, I would resolutely rise, gird my loins, part 
and leave her, and seek, on tbe otber side of the globe, 
a new life, cold and harren as the rock the salt tide 
daily washes. My design this moming was to take 
of her a near scrutiny — to read a line in the page of 
her beart: before I left, I determined to know tokat I 
wafi leaving. 

"I bad some quills lo moke mlo ^eua : mosi men's 
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hands would have trembled when their hearts were so 
stirred; mine went to work steadily, and mj voioe, 
when I called it into exercise, was firm. 

"'This day-week you will be alone at Fieldhead, 
Miss Keeldar.' 

'^'Yes: I rather think my uncle's intention to go is 
a settled one now.' 

"'He leaves you dissatisfied.' 

"'He is not pleased with me.' 

"'He departs as he came — no better for his jour- 
ney: thls is mortifying.' 

"'I trust the failure of his plans will take £rom him 
all inclination to lay new ones.' 

"'In his way, Mr. Sympson honestly wished you 
well. All he has done, or intended to do, he believed 
to be for the best.' 

"'You are kind to undertake the defence of a man 
who has permitted himself to treat you with so much 
insolence.' 

" 'I never feel shocked at, or bear malice for, what 
is spoken in character; and most perfeqtly in character 
was that vulgär and yiolent onset against me, when he 
had quitted you worst«d.' 

"'You cease now to be Henry's tutor?' 

"'I shall be parted from Henry for a while — if 
he and I live we shall meet again somehow, for we love 
each other — and be ousted from the bosotn of the 
Sympson family for ever. Happily this change does 
not leave me stranded: it but hurries into premature 
execution designs long formed.' 

"'No change finds you off your guard: I was sure, 
in youT ealm way,. you would be prepared for sudden 
mutation. I always think you fitas^ m ^^ ^«5y^^^^S&5^ 
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a solitary bnt watchful, thoughtful archer in a wood; 
and the quiver on your Shoulder holds more arrows 
than one; your bow is provided with a second string. 
Such too is your brother's wont. You two might go 
forth homeless hunters to the loneliest western wilds; 
all would be well with you. The hewn tree would 
make you a hut, the cleared forest yield you fields 
from its stripped bosom, the bufifalo would feel your 
rifle-shot and with lowered horns and hump pay ho- 
mage at your feet' 

^' 'And any Indian tribe of Black-feet, er Flat-heads, 
would afibrd us a bride, perhaps?' 

" 'No (hesitating) : I think not. The savage is 
sordid: I think, — that is, I kope^ — you would nei- 
ther oi yoü share your hearth with that to which you 
could not give heart.' 

"'What suggested the wild West to your mind, 
Miss Keeldar? Haye you been with me in spirit when 
I did not See you? Have you entered into my day- 
dreams, and beheld my brain labouring at its scheme 
of a future?" 

'^She had separated a slip of paper for lighting 
tapers — a spill, as it is called — into fragments: she 
threw morsel by morsel into the fire, and stood pen- 
sively watching them consume. She did not speak. 

'' 'How did you learn what you seem to know aboot 
my intentions?' 

*''I know nothing: I am only discovering them 
now: I spoke at hazard.' 

''Your hazard sounds like divination. A tntor I 

will never be again: never take a pupil after Henry 

and yourself : not again will I sit habitually at anoiher 

man'a table -— no more be l\ie e^^i^eiida;^« of a family* 
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I am DOW a man of ihirty: I have never been free 
since I was a boj of ten. I have such a thirst for free- 
dom — such a deep passion to know her and call her 
mine — such a daj-desire and night-longing to win her 
and possess her, I will not refuse to cross the Atlantic 
for her sake: her I will follow deep into virgin woods. 
Mine it shall not be to accept a savage girl as a slave 
— she conld not be a wife. I know no white woman 
whom I love that would accompanj me; but I amcer- 
tain Liberty will await me, sitting under a pine: when 
I call her she will come to my log-house, and she shall 
fill my arms.' 

^'She could not hear me speak so unmoved, and 
she was moved. It was right — I meant to move her. 
She could not answer me, nor could she look at me: 
I should have been sorry if she could have done either. 
Her cheek glowed as if a crimson flower, through whose 
petals the sun shone, had cast its light upon it. On 
the white lid and dark lashes of her downcast eye, 
trembled all that is graceful in the sense of half-painful, 
half-pleasing shame. 

^'Soon she controlled her emotion, and took all her 
feelings ander command. I saw ishe had feit insurrection, 
and was waking to empire — she sat down. There 
was that in her face which I could read: it said, I see 
the line which is my limit — nothing shall make me 
pass it. I feel — I know how far I may reveal my 
feelings, and when I must dasp the volume. I have 
advanced to a certain distance, as f ar as the tme and 
sovereign and undegraded nature of my kind permits — 
now here I stand rooted. My heart may break if it is 
baffled; Jet it break — it sha&l ne^vet d^^^c^ticsraaL tsl^ — 

SkirUy. IT, «y^ 
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it shall never dishoDOur my sisterhood ia me. Safferoig 
before degradation! death before treacberyl 

''I, for mj pari, said, ^If sbe were poor, I woold 
be at her feet. If ehe were lowlj, I would take her in 
mj arms. Her Gold and her Station are two griffins, 
that goard her on each side. Love looks and longs, 
and dares not: Passion hovers round, and is kept at 
bay: Truth and Devotion are scared. There is no- 
thing to lose in winning her — no sacrifice to make — 
it LS all ciear gain, and therefore unimaginablj difficult' 

^'Difücuit or not, something must be done; some- 
thing must be said. I could not, and would not, sit 
silent with all that beauty modestly mute in my pre- 
sence. I spoke thus ; aad still I spoke with calm : quiet 
as my words were, I could hear they feil in a tone 
distinct, round, and deep. 

"'Still, I know I shall be strangely placed with 
that mountain nymph, Liberty. She is, I suspect, akin 
to that Solitude which I once wooed, and from which 
I now seek a divorce. These Oreads are peculiart they 
come upon you with an unearthly charm, like some 
Starlight eTening; they inspire a wild but not warm 
delight; their beauty is the beauty of spirits: their grace 
is not the grace of life, but of seasons or scenes in Na- 
iure: theirs is the dewy bloom of morning — the lan- 
guid flush of evening — the peaee of the moon — the 
changefulness of clouds. I want and will liave some« 
thing difierent This elfish splendour looks chill to 
my Vision , and feels frozen to my touch. I am not a 
poet: I cannot live with abstractions. You, MissKeel- 
dar, have sometimes, in your laughing Satire, ealled me 
a material philosopher, and implied that I live suffident" 
fy hr ihe substantiaL. Cexlamly I feel material from 
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head to foot; and glorious as Nature is, and deeply as 
I worship her with the solid powers of a solid heart, 
I would* rather behold her through the soft hnman eyes 
of a loved and lovely wife, than through the wild orbs 
of ihe highest goddess of Olympus.' 

^^ ^ Juno could not cook a bufifalo steak as you like 
it,' Said she, 

" 'She could not: but I will teil you who could — 
some young, pennüess, friendless orphan girl. I wish 
I could find such a one: pretty enough for me to love, 
with something of the mind and heart suited to my 
taste: not uneducated — honest and modest. I care 
nothing for attainments; but I would fain have the 
germ of those sweet natural powers which nothing ac- 
quired can rival: any temper Fate wills, — I can 
manage the hottest. To such a creature as this, I 
shonld like to be first tutor and then husband. I would 
teach her my language, my habits, and my prindples, 
and then I would reward her with my love.' 

'^^ Reward her! lord of the creation! Reward her!' 
ejaculated she, with a curled lip. 

'' 'And be repaid a thoufiandfold.' 

" ' If she willed it, Monseigneur.' 

" 'And she should will it' 

'"You have stipulated for any temper Fate wills. 
Compulsion is flint and a blow to the metal of some 
souls.' 

" ' Aüd love the spark it elicits.' 

"'Who oares for the love Üiat is but a spark — . 
Seen, flown upward, and gone?' 

" 'I must find my orphan girL Teil nie how, Miss 
Keeldar.' 

'"Advertise; and be surft "yow «äÄl^ ^Xäxjw ^^-^ 
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describe the qnalifications, she rnnst be a good plaio 
Cook.' 

'^ 'I must find her; and when I do find her, I shall 
marry her.' 

^'^Not you!' and her voice took a sndden accent 
of pecoliar scom. 

^'I liked thi8:_ I had roused her £rom the pensive 
mood in which I had first found her: I would stir her 
further. 

"'Why doubtit?' 

"Totf marry 1' 

"'Yes, — of course: nothing more evident than 
that I can, and shall.' 

"'The contrary is evident, Mr. Moore.' 

"She charmed me in this mood: waxing disdamfol, 
half insulting, pride, temper, derision, blent in her 
large fine eye, that had, just now, the look of a 
merlin's. 

"'Favour me with yonr reasons for such an opi- 
nion, Miss Keeldar.' 

" 'How will you manage to marry, I wonder?' 

"'I shäU manage it with ease and speed when I 
find the proper person.' 

"'Accept celibacy!' (and she made a gesture with 
her band as if she gave me something) 'take it as your 
doom!' 

"'No: you cannot give what I already have. 
Celibacy has been mine for thirty years. If you wish 
to offer me a gift, a parting present, a keepsake, yön 
must change the boon.' 

"'Take worse, then!' 

"'How? What?' 

^^I JDOW feit, and \ook»QL^ axA %^^V.^ «Aj^^ly. I was 
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unwise to quit my sh^et-anchor of calm even for an 
instant: it deprived me of an advantage and trans- 
ferred it to her. The little spark of temper dissolved 
in sarcasm, and eddied over her countenance in the 
ripples of a mocking smiie. 

^'^Take a wife that has paid you court to saye 
your modesty, and thrust herseif upon you to spare 
your scruples.' 

"*Only show me where.' 

'^ ^ Any stout widow that has had a few husbands 
already, and can manage these things.' 

" 'She must not be rieh then. Oh these riches!' 

" 'Never would you have gathered the produce of 
the gold-bearing garden. You have not courage to 
confront the sleepless dragon: you have not craft to 
borrow the aid of Atlas!' 

^''You look hot and haughty.' 

^' 'And you far haughtier. Yours is the monstrous 
pride which counterfeits humility.' 

" 'I am a dependant: I know my place.' 

'^'I am a woman: I know mine.' 

" 'I am poor: I must be proud.* 

^'^I have received ordinances, and own obligations 
stringent as yours.' 

^'We had reached a critical point now, and we 
halted and looked at eaeh other. She would not give 
in, I feit. Beyond this, I neither feit nor saw. A few 
moments yet were mine: the end was Coming — I 
heard its rush — but not come, I would dally, wait, 
talk, and when Impulse urged, I would act. I am 
never in a hurry: I never was in a hujry in my whole 
life. Hasty people drink the nectar of existence 
scalding hot: I taste it cool as dew. 1 ^T<i<iftftÄR.\\ — 
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'^ ^ Apparendj, Miss Keeldar, jon are as Utile Ukely 
to marry as myself: I know jou have refused three, 
naj, four advantageotis offers, and, I believe, a fifth. 
Have you rejected Sir Philip Nunnely?' 

^'I put this question suddenly and promptly. 

^^'Did you think I should take him?' 

"'I thought you might.' 

"'On what grounds, may I ask?' 

^' ^ Coniormity of rank; age; pleasing contrast of 
temper, ioT Ae is mild and amiable; harmony of in- 
tellectual tastes.' 

'' ^ A beautiful sentence! Lei us take it to pieces. 
"Conformity of rank." — He is quite above me: com- 
pare my grange with his palace, if you please: I am 
disdained by his kith and kin. ^^ Suitability of age.*' 
— We were born in the same year; consequently, he 
is still a boy, while I am a woman: ten years his 
senior to all intents and purposes. ''Contrast of 
temper." — Mild and amiable, is he: I — 'what? Teil 



me.' 



(C ( 



Sister of the spotted, bright, quick, fiery 
leopard.' 

" 'And you would mate me with a kid — the Mil- 
lennium being yet millions of centuries from mankind; 
being yet, indeed, an Archangel high in the seventh 
heaven, uncommissioned to descend — ? Unjust bar- 
barian! "Harmony of intellectual tastes." — He is 
fond of poetry, and I hate it — * 

"'Do you? That is news.' 

" 'I absolutely shudder at the sight of metre or at 

the sound of rhyme, whenever I am at the Priory or 

Sir Philip at Fi^ldhead. Harmony, indeed! When did 

/ whip up syllabub sotMi^tÄ, ot «1t\jcl^ atanzas fragile 
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M fragments of glas8? and when did I betraj a belief 
that those pennj-beads were genuine brilliants?' 

^'^You migbt have the satisfaction of leading him 
to a higher Standard — of improving his tastes.' 

^^ ^Leading and improvingl teaching and tutoring! 
bearing and forbearingl Pah! My husband i^ not to be 
my baby# I am not to set hipi his daily lesson and 
see that he learns it, and give him a sngar-pium if he 
18 good, and a patient, pensive, pathetic lecture if he 
18 bad. Bat it is like a tator to talk of the ^'satis*- 
faction of teaching" — I suppose you think it the 
flnest employment in the world. I don't — I reject 
it. Improying a husband! No. I shall insist upon 
my hosband improving me, or eise we part ' 

'^'Grod knows it is neededl' 

"'What do you mean by that, Mr. Moore?' 
^^^What I 8ay. ImproTement is imperatively 
needed.' 

"'If you were a woman you would school Mon- 
sieur, votre mari, charmingly: it would just suit you; 
Bchooling is your vocation.' 

"'May I ^k whether, in your present just and 
gentle mood, you mean to taunt me with being a 
tutor?' 

"'Yes — bitterly; and with anything eise you 
please: any defect of which you are painfully con- 
scious.' 

"'With being poor, for instance?' 

'"Of course; that will sting you; you are sore 
about your poverty: you brood over that.* 

" ' With having nothing but a very piain person to 
offer the woman who may master my heart?' 

" ^Exactljr. You have a ViabVt ol fi«)Xvc^% ^^\xrM<ö&. 
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piain. Ton are sensitive abont the cut of jonr fea- 
tures, because thej are not quite on an Apollo-pattern. 
You abuse them more than is needfiil, in the faint 
hope that others maj say a word in their behalf — 
wÜch won't happen. Tour face is nothing to boast 
of, certainly: not a pretty line, nor a pretty tint, to be 
found therein.' 

" 'Compare it with yonr own.' 

"^It looks like a god of Egypt: a great sand- 
buried stone head; or rather I will compare it to 
nothing so lofty: it looks like Tartar: you are my 
mastifif's cousin: I think you as much like him as a 
man can be like a dog.' 

^''Tartar is yonr dear companion. In summer, 
when you rise early, and run out into the fields to 
wet your feet with the dew, and' freshen your cheek 
and uncurl your hair with the breeze, you always 
call him to follow you: you call him sometimes with a 
whistle that you leamed from me. In the solitnde of 
your wood, when you think nobody but Tartar is 
listening, you whistle the very tunes you imitated from 
my lips, or sing the very songs you h&ve caught up 
by ear &onivmy voice: I do not ask whence ilows the 
feeling which you pour into these songs, for I know 
it flows out of your heart, Miss Keeldar. In the 
Winter evenings, Tartar lies at your feet:\you sufifer 
him to rest bis head on your perfamed lap; you let 
him couch on the borders of your satin raiment: bis 
rough hide is familiär with the contact of your band: 
I once saw you kiss him on that snow-white beauty- 
spot which Stars bis broad forehead. It is dangerons 
to say I am like Tartar: it suggests to me a daim to 
be treated like Tartax.' 
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^''Perhaps, Sir, yon can extort as mach from your 
penniless and iriendless joung orphan-glrl, when you 
find her.' 

^'*0h! could I find her such as I image her. Some- 
thing to tarne first, and teach afterwards: to break in, 
and then to fondle. To lift the destitute proud thing 
ont of poverty; to establish power over, and then to 
be indulgent to the capricious moods that never were 
inflnenced and never indulged before; to see her alter- 
nately irritated and subdued about twelve timee in the 
twenty-four hours; and perhaps, eventacdly, when her 
training was accomplished, to behoid her the exemplary 
and patient mother of about a dozen children, only 
now and then lending little Louis a cordial cufiT by way 
of paying the interest of the vast debt she owes his 
father. Oh!' (I went on) 'my orphan girl would give 
me many a kiss; she would watch on the threshold for 
my Coming home of an evening; she would run into 
my arms; she would keep my hearth as bright as she 
would make it warm. God bless the sweet idea! Find 
her I must.' 

^'Her eyes emitted an eager flash, her Ups opened; 
but she reclosed them, and impetuously tumed away. 

^' 'Teil me, teil me where she is, Miss Keeldar!' 

'^Another movement: all haughtiness, and fire, and 
impulse. 

"'I must know. You can teil me. You shall 
teil me.' 

" 'I never wilU 

^'She tumed to leave me. Could I now let her part 
as she had always parted from me? No: I had gone 
too far not to finish. I had come too near the end 
not to drive home to it. All the exicambT«sxs.^~^i 4sss:2^\.^ 
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all the rubbish of indecision must be removed at once, 
and the piain truth must be ascertained. She must 
take her part, and teil me what it was. I must take 
mine, and adhere to it.' 

^''A minute, Madam,* I said, keeping mj band oo 
the door-handle before I opened it. 'We have hada 
long conversation this morning, but the last word has 
not been spoken yet: it is yours to speak it.' 

"'May I pass?' 

"'No. I guard the door. I would almost rather 
die than let you leave me just now, without speaking 
the word I demand.' 

"'What dare you expect me to say?' 

" 'What I am dying and perishing to hear; what 1 
must and will hear; what you dare not now suppress.' 

'"Mr. Moore, I hardly know what you mean: you 
are not like yourself.' 

"I suppose I hardly was like my usual seif, for 1 
scared her; that I could see: it was right; she must be 
scared to be won. 

" 'You do know what I mean, and for the first time 
I stand before you myself, I have flung off the tutor, 
and beg to introduee you to the man: and, remember, 
he is a gentleman.' 

"She trembled. She put her band to mine as if to 
remove it from the lock; she might as well have tried 
to loosen, by her soft touch, metal welded to metal 
She feit she was powerless, and receded; and again 
she trembled. 

"What change I underwent, I cannot explain; but 

out of her emotion passed into me a new spirit. I 

neither was crushed nor elated by her lands and gold; 

/ tbonght not of them^ caix^d t^ol for them: they were 
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nothing: dross that cotdd not dismay me. I saw onlj 
lierself; heryonng, beautiful form; theg^race, themajesty, 
the modestj of her girlhood. 

"*My pupil,' I Said. 

'^ 'My master,' was the low answer. 

*' ^I have a thing to teil you.' 

^^She waited with declined brow, and rlnglets 
drooped. 

^^'I have to teil yoo, that for fonr years you have 
been growing into your tutor's heart, and that you are 
rooted there now. I have to declare that yon have 
bewitched me, in spite of sense and experience, and. 
difference of Station and estate: you have so looked, 
and spoken, and moved; so shown me yqnr faults and 
your virtues — beauties rather; they are hardly so stem 
as virtues, — that I love you — love you with my life 
and strength. Jt is out now.' 

'*She sought what to say, but could not find a word: 
she tried to rally; but vainly. I passionately repeated 
that I loved her. 

*^ 'Well, Mr. Moore, what then?' was the answer I 
got; uttered in a tone that would have been petulant, 
if it had not faltered. 

^'^Have you nothing to say to me? Have you no 
love for me?' 

" ' A ntüe bit.' 

'^ 'I am not to be tortured: I will not even play at 
present«' 

" 'I don't want to play: I want to go.' 

'^ 'I wonder you dare speak of going at this moment. 
You gol What! with my heart in your band, to lay 
it on your tollet and pierce it with yoyr pins? From 
my presence you do not stir', out ol to^ te^^Sck '^^^ ^s^ 
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not stray, tili I receive a hostage — pledge for pledge — 
your heart for mine.' 

^' ^The thing you want is mislaid — lost some time 
since: let me go and seek it' 

'' 'Dedare that it is where your keys often are — 
in my possession." 

'^ ^You ought to know. And where are my keys, 
Mr. Moore: indeed and truly, I have lost them again; 
and Mrs« Gill wants some money, and I have none, 
except this sixpence.' 

'^She took the coin out of her apron-pocket, and 
showed it in her palm. I could havä trifled with her; 
but it would not do: life and death were at stake. 
Mastering at once the sizpence and the hand that held 
it, I demanded, — 

***Am I to die without yon, or am I to live for 
you?' 

. ^''Do as you please: far be it from me to dictate 
your choice.' 

^^'You shall teil me with your own lips, whether 
you doom me to exile, or call me to hope.* 

'^ 'Go. I can bear to be left.' 

^'Perhaps, I too can bear to leave you: but reply, 
Shirley, my pupil, my sovereign — reply.' 

'^^Die without me, if you will. Live for me, if 
you dare.' 

'''I am not a&aid of you, my leopardess: I dort 
live for and with you, from this hour tili my death. 
Now, then, I have you: you are mine: I will never let 
you go. Wherever my home be, I have chosen my 
wife. If I stay in England, in England you will stay; 
i/ I cross the Atlantic, you will cross it also: our lives 
are riveted; our lots intQTtVui^.^ 
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".'And are we equal then, Sir? Are we equal at 
last?' 

"'You are younger, frailer, feebler, more Ignorant 
than I.' 

"'Will you be good to me, and never tyrannize?' 

"*Will you let me br^athe, and not bewilder me? 
Toa mu8t not smile at present. The world swims and 
changes round me. The sun is a dizzying scarlet 
blaze; the sky a violet vortex whirling over me.' 

"I am a strong man, but I staggered as I spoke. 
AU creation was exaggerated: colour grew more vivid; 
motion more rapid; life itself more vital. I hardfy saw 
her for a moment; but I heard her voice — pitilessly 
sweet. She would not subdue one of her charms in 
compassion: perhaps she did not know what I feit. 

"'You name me leopardess: remember, the leo- 
pardess is tameless,' said she. 

"'Tame or fierce, wild or subdued, you are mine,' 

"'I am glad I know my keeper, and am used to 
him. Only bis voice will I foUow; only bis band shall 
manage me; only at bis feet will I repose.' 

"I took her back to her seat, and sat down by h^r 
side: I wanted to hear her speak again: I could never 
have enough of her voice and her words. 

"'How much do you love me?' I asked. 

" 'Ah! you know: I will not gratify you: I will not 
flatter.' 

" 'I don't know half enough: my heart craves to be 
fed. If you knew how hungry and feroeious it is, you 
would hasten to stay it with a kind word or two.' 

"'Poor Tartar!' said she, touching and patting my 
band: 'poor fellow; stalwart friend; Shirley's pet and 
favourite, lie down!' 
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'''But I will not lie down tili I am fed with one 
sweet Word.' 

^' And at last she gave it. 

"'Dear Louis, be faithful to me: never leave me. 
I don't care for life, unless I may pass it at your side.' 

"'Something more.' 

''She gave me a change: it was not her way to 
ofier the same dish twice. 

"'Sir!' she said, starting up, 'at your peril, you 
ever again name such sordid things as money, or po- 
verty, or inequality. It will be absolutely dangerons 
to torment me with these maddening scruples. I deff 
you to do it.' 

"My face grew hot» I did once more wish I were 
not so poor, or she were not so rieh. She saw the 
transient misery; and then, indeed, she caressed me. 
Bleut with torment, I experienced rapture. 

"'Mr. Moore,' said she, looking up with a sweet, 
open, eamest countenance, 'teach me and help me to 
be good. I do not ask you to take off my Shoulders 
all the cares and duties of property; but I ask you to 
share the bürden, and to show me how to sustain my 
part well. Your judgment is well-balanced; your heart 
is kind; your principles are sound. I know you are 
wise; I feel you are benevolent; I believe you are-con- 
scientious. Be my companion through life; be my 
guide where I am Ignorant; be my master where I am 
faulty; be my firiend alwaysl' 

"'So help me God, I will!'". 



Yet again, a passage from the blank book, if yoQ 
like, reader; if you dou't Uke it, pass it over: — 
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^^The Sympsons Are gone; b^t not before discovery 
and explanation. My manner must have betrayed some- 
tbing, or my looks: I was quiet, but I forgot tobe 
guarded sometimes. I stayed longer in tbe room than 
usual; I could not bear to be out of her presence; I 
retomed to it, and basked in it, like Tartar in tbe sun. 
If ehe left tbe oak-parlonr, instinctively I rose, and left 
it too. Sbe chid me for tbis procedure more than 
once: I did it with a vague, blundering idea of getting 
a word with her in tbe ball, or elsewbere. Yesterday, 
towards dusk, I bad her to myself for five minutes, by 
the ball-fire: we stood side by side; sbe was ndling ait 
me, and I was enjoying the sound of her voice: the 
young ladies passed, and looked at ns; we did not 
separate: ere long, they repassed, and again looked. 
Mrs. Sympson came; we did not move: Mr. S3anpson 
opened the dining-room door; Shirley flashed bim back 
fall payment for bis spying gaze: she curled her lip, 
and tossed her tresses. The glance she gave was at 
once explanatory and defiant; it said — 'I like Mr. 
Moore's society, and I dare you to find fault with my 
taste.' 

"I asked — 'Do you mean bim to understand how 
matters are?' 

"'I do,' Said she; 'but I leave the development to 
Chance. There will be a scene. I neither invite it nor 
fear it — only, you must be present; for I am inex- 
pressibly tired of facing bim solus. I don't like to see 
bim in a rage; he then puts off all bis fine proprieties 
and conventional disguises, and the real human being 
below is what you would call "commun, plat, bas — 
vilain et un peu m^chant." His ideas are not dean, 
Mr. Moore; they want scouring with äoCi %<^^ «a^ 
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foller's earih. I think, if he coald add bis Imagination 
to the Contents of Mrs. Gill's bncking-basket, and let 
her boil it in her copper, with rain-water and bleaching- 
powder (I hope you think me a tolerable laundress), it 
wonld do him incalculable good.' 

'^This morning, fancying I heard her descend some- 
what early, I was down instantlj. I had not been 
deceived: there she was, bnsy at work, in the break- 
fast-parlonr, of which the housemaid was completing 
the arrangement and dnsting. She had nsen betimes 
to finish some little keepsake she intended for Henry. 
I got only a cool reception; which I accepted tili the 
girl was gone, taking my book to the wlndow-seat 
very qnietly. Even when we were alone, I was slow 
to distorb her: to sit with her in sight was happiness, 
and the proper happiness for early morning — serene, 
incomplete, but progressive. Had I been obtmsive, I 
knew I should have enconntered rebuff. ^Not at home 
to snitors,' was written on her brow; therefore, I read 
on — stole, now and then, a look; watched her coun- 
tenance soften and open, as she feit I respected her 
mood, and enjoyed the gentle content of the moment 

''The distance between us shrank, and the light 
hoar-frost thawed insensibly: ere an honr elapsed, I 
was at her side, watching her sew, gathering her 
sweet smiles and her merry words, which feil for me 
abnndantly. We sat, as we had a right to sit, side 
by side: my arm rested on her chair; I was near 
enough to connt the stitches of her work, and to discem 
the eye of her needle. The door snddenly opened. 

''I believe, if I had just then started from her, she 

wonld have despised me: thanks to the phlegm of my 

natarCy I rarely Start YHien I axa well-off, bien, com- 



WBITTEN IN THE SCHOOt-ROOM. 385 

fortable, I am not soon stirred: bien I was. — tres- 
bien — consequently, immutable: no musde moved. 
I hardlj looked to the door. 

^^'Oood-moming, uncle/ said she, addressing that 
personage; who paused on the threshold in a State of 
petrifaction. 

^'^Have you been long down-stairs, Miss Keeldar, 
and alone with Mr. Moore?' 

"'Yes, a very long time: we both came 'down 
early; it was scarcely light' 

"'The proceeding is improper — ' 

"'It was at first: I was rather cross, and not civil; 
but you will perceive that we are now friends.' 

"'I perceive more than you would wish me to 
perceive.' 

"'Hardly, Sir,' said I: 'we have no disguises. 
Will you permit me to intimate, that any further ob- 
servations you have to make may as well be addressed 
to me. Henceforward, I stand between Miss Keeldar ' 
and all annoyance.' 

'"Fott/ What have you to do with Miss Keeldar?' 

"'To Protect, watch over, serve her.' 

'"You, Sir? — you, the tutor?' 

'"Not one word of insult, Sir,' interposed she: 
'not one syllable of disrespect to Mr. Moore, in this 
house.' 

"'Do you take his part?' 

"'^w part! Oh, yes!' 

"She tumed to me with a sudden, fond movement 
which I met by circling her with my arm. She and 
I both rose. 

Shirlejf. IL 1^ 



386 SHIKLEY. 

"'Good Ged!' was tbe cry from the moming-gown 
Standing quivering at the door. Ged^ I think , mnst be 
the cognomen of Mr. Sympson's Lares: when hard- 
pressed, he alwajs invokes this idoL 

"'Come'forward, nncle: you shall hear alL Teil 
him all, Louis.' 

^''I dare him to speak! The beggar! the knave! 
the specious hypocrite! the vile, insinuating, infamous 
menial'! Stand - apart from my niece, Sir: let her 
goP 

"She clung to me with energy. 'I am near my 
future husband,' she said: 'who dares touch bim or 
me?' 

"^Her busband I' be raised and spread bis bands: 
be dropped into a seat. 

"'A while ago, you wanted much to know wbomi 
meant to marry: my intention was then formed, bnt 
not mature for communication: now it is ripe, sun- 
mellowed, perfect: take tbe crimson-peacb — take 
Louis Moore!' 

"'But' (savagely) 'you shall not have bim — he 
shall not have you.' 

"'I would die before I would have another. I 
would die if I migbt not have him.' 

"He uttered words with which this page shall never 
be polluted. 

"She turned white as death: she shook all over: 

she lost her strength. I laid her down on the sofa; 

just looked to ascertain that she bad not fainted — of 

which, with a divine smile, she assured me; I kissed 

hery and then, if I wex^ t^ ^^ti&b^ I cannot give a 
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clear account of what happened in the course of the 
next five minutes: she has since — through tears, 
laughter, and trembling — told me that I turned ter- 
rible, and gave myself to the demon; sbe says I left 
her, made one bound across the room — that Mr. 
Sympson vanished through the door as if shot from a 
cannon — I also vanished, and she heard Mrs. Gill 
scream. 

"Mrs. Gill was still screaming when I came to my 
senses: I was then in another apartment — the oak- 
parlour, I think: I held Sympson before nie orushed 
into a chair, and my band was on bis cravat: bis eyes 
rolled in bis head — I was strangling bim, I think: 
the housekeeper stood wringing her hands, entreating 
me to desist; I desisted that moment, and feit at once 
as cool as stone. But I told Mrs. Gill to fetch the 
Bed-Honse Inn chaise instantly, and informed Mr. 
Sympson he must depart from Fieldhead the instant ifc 
came: though balf-frightened out of bis wits, he de- 
clared he would not. Repeating the former order, I 
added a commission to fetch a constable. I said: — 

"*You sAail go — by fair means or foul.' 

"He tbreatened prosecution — I cared'for nothing: 
I had stood over bim once before, not quite so fiercely 
as now, but füll as austerely. It was one night when 
burglars attempted the house at Sympson Grove; and 
in bis wretched cowardice he would have given a vain 
alarm,'' without daring to offer defence: I had then 
been obliged to protect bis family and bis abode by 
mastering bimself — and I had succeeded. I now re- 
mained with bim tili the chaise came: I marshalled 
bim to it, he scolding all the wo^, ^«^ ^^^ Xsrt^s^ 
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bewildered, as well as enraged; he would fiave resisted 
me, hut knew not how: he called for his wife and 
daughters to come. I Said thej shoald follow hhn as 
soon as thej coald prepare: the smoke, Üie fume, the 
fret of his demeanour was inexpressible, bat it was a 
furj inci^able of producing a deed: that man, properly 
handled, must ever remain impotent. I know he wiU 
never tonch me with the law: I know his wife, over 
whom he tyrannizes in trifles, guides him in matters 
of importance. I have long since eamed her undjing 
mothers' gratitude by my devotion to her boy : in some 
of Henry's ailments I .have nursed him — better, she 
Said, than any woman could nurse: she will never 
forget that. She and her daughters quitted me to-daj, 
in mute wrath and consternation — but she respects 
me. When Heniy clung to my neck, as I lifted him 
into the carriage and placed him by her side — when 
I arranged her own wrapping to make her warm, 
though she turned her head from me, I saw the tears 
Start to her eyes. She will but the more zealously ad- 
vocate my cause, because she has left me in anger. I 
am glad of this: not for my own sake, but for that of 
my life and idol — my Shirley.'" 

Once again he writes — a week after: — • 
"I am now at Stilbro': I have taken up my tem- 
porary abode with a friend — professional man — in 
whose business I can be useful. Every day I ride over 
to Fieldhead. How; long will it be before I can call 
that place my home, and its mistress mine? I am not 
easy — not tranquil: I am tantalized — sometimes 
tortured. To see her now, one would think she had 
never pressed her cheek to my Shoulder, or clang to 
me with tendemess ot trast. I feel unsafe: she ren- 
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ders me miserable: I am shunned when I visit her: 
she withdraws from my reach. Once, this day, I 
lifted her face, resolved to get a füll look down her 
deep, dark eyes: difiicult to describe what I read 
therel Fantheress! — beautifui forest-born! — wily, 
tameless, peerless nature! She gnaws her chain: I see 
the white teeth working at the steel! She has dreams 
of her wild woods, and pinings after virgin free- 
dom. I wish Sympson would come again, and oblige 
her again to entwine her arms about me. I wish there 
was danger she should lose me, as there is risk I shall 
lose her. No: final loss, I do not fear; bat long 
delay — 

"It is now night — midnight. I have spent the 
afternoon and evening at Fieldhead. Some hours ago 
she passed me, Coming down the oak-staircase to the 
hall: she did not know I was standing in the twilight, 
near the staircase-window, looking at the frost-bright 
constellations. How closely she glided against the 
banisters! How shyly shone her large eyes upon me! 
Hpw evanescent, fugitive, fitful, she looked, — slim 
and swift as a Northern Streamer! 

"I followed her into the drawing - room : Mrs 
fryor and Caroline Heistone were both there: she has 
summoned them to bear her Company a while. In 
her white evening dress ; with her long hair flowing füll 
and wavy; with her noiseless Step, her pale cheek, her 
eye füll of night and lightning, she looked, I thought, 
spirit-like, — a thing made of an dement, — the 
child of a breeze and a fiame, — the daughter of ray 
and rain-drop, — a thing never to be overtaken. 
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arrested, fixed. I wished I could avoid following her 
with my gaze, as she mpved here and^there, but it 
was impossible. I talked with the other ladies as well 
as I could, but still I looked at her. She was very 
silent: I think she never spoke to me, — not even 
when she ofifered me tea. It happened that she was 
called out a minute by Mrs. Gill. I passed into the 
moon-Iit hall, with the design of getting a word as 
she returned; nor in this did I fall." 

^''Miss Keeldar, stay one instant!' said I, meet- 
ing her. 

"'Why? — the hall is too cold.' 

^''It is not cold for me: at my side, it should not 
be cold for you.* 

"'But I shiver. 

"'With fear, I believe. What makes you fear me? 
You are quiet and distant: why?' 

"'I may well fear what looks like a great dark 
gobiin meeting in the mooniight.' 

^^^ Do not — do not pass! — stay with me awhile: 
let US exchange a few quiet words. It is three days 
ßince I spoke to you alone: such changes are cruel.' 

"'I have no wish to be cruel,' she responded, 
softly enough: indeed, there was softness in her whole 
deportment, — in her face, in her voice; but there 
was also reserve, and an air fleeting, evanishing, in- 
tangible. 

"*You certainly give me pain,' said I. 'It is hardly 
a week since you called me your future Imsband, and 
treated me as such; now I am once more the tutor for 
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you: I am itddressed as Mr. Moore, and Sir; your Ups 
have forgotten Louis.' 

^'^No, Lonis, no: it is an easj, liquid name; not 
80on forgotten.' 

"'Be cordial to Louis, then: approach him, — let 
him approach.' 

^^'I am cordial,' said she, hovering aloof Hke a 
white shadow. 

"tYour voice is very sweet, and very low,' I an- 
fiwered, quietly advancing: 'you seem subdued, but 
still Startled.' 

"'No, — quite calm, and afraid of nothing,' she 
assured me. 

"'Of nothing but your votary.' 

"I beut a knee to the flags at her feet. 

*"You See I am in a new world, Mr. Moore. I 
don't know myself, — I don't know you: but rise'; 
when you do so, I feel troubled and disturbed.' 

"I obeyed: it would not have suited me to retain 
that attitude long. I courted serenity and confidence 
for her, and not vainly: she trusted, and clung to me 
again. 

"'Now. Shirley,' I said, 'you can conceive I am 
far from happy in my present uncertain unsettled 
State.' 

"'Oh, yes; you are happy I' she cried, hastily: 
'you don't know how happy you are! — any change 
will be for the worse!' 

"'Happy or not, I cannot bear to go on so much 
Ipnger: you are too generous to require it.' 
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^'Be reasonable, Louis, — be patient! I like 70a 
because jou are patient.' 

"'Like me no longer, then, — lore me instead: 
fix our marriage-daj. Think of it to-night, and de- 
cide.' 

^'She breathed a murmur, inarticulate yet expres- 
sive; darted, or melted, from my arms — and I lost 
her." 



CHAPTER XX. 

The windiog-up. 

Tes, reader, we must settle accounts now. I have 
only briedj to narrate the final fates of some of the 
personages whose acquaintance we have made in this 
narradve, and then you and I must shake hands, and 
for the present separate. 

Let US turn to the Curates, — to ihe much-loved, 
tlix)ugh long-neglectedi Come forward, modest meriti 
Malone, I see, promptly answers the invocation: he 
knows his own description when he hears it. 

No, Feter Augustus, we can have nothing to say 
to you, it won't do. Impossible to trust ourselves 
with the touching tale of your deeds and destinies. 
Are you not aware, Peter, that a discriminating public 
has its crotchets: thät the unvarnished truth does not 
answer; that piain facta will not digest? Do you not 
know that the squeak of the real pig is no more re* 
lished now than it was in days of yore? Were I to 
give the catastrophe of your life and conversation, the 
public would sweep off in shrieking hysterics, and 
there would be a wild cry for salvolatUe and burnt 
feathers. "Impossible!" would be pronounced here: 
'"untrue!" would be i^esponded there. "Inartistic!" 
would be solemnly decided. Note well! Whenever you 
present the actual, simple truth , it is, somehow, always 
denounced as a He : they disown it off, cast it off, throw it 
on the parish; whereas the product of your owniraa.^^^* 
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tion, the mere figment, the sheer iiction, is adopted, 
petted, termed pretty, proper, sweetly natural: the 
little, spurious wretch gets all the comfits, — the 
honest, lawful bantling, all the cu£fs. Such is the way 
of the World, Feter; and, as you are the legitimate 
urchm, rüde, unwashed, and naughty, you must stand 
down. 

Make way for Mr. Sweeting. 

Here he comes, with his lady on his arm; the most 
splendid and the weightiest woman in Torkshire : Mrs. 
Sweeting, formerly Miss Dora Sykes. They were mar- 
rled under the happiest^ auspices. Mr. Sweeting ha- 
ving been just inducted to a comfortable living, and Mr. 
Sykes being in circumstances to give Dora a hand- 
fiome portion. They Hved long and happily together, 
beloved by their parishioners, and by a numerous 
circle of friends. 

There! I think the varnish has been put on veiy 
nicely. 

Advance, Mr. Doune. 

This gentleman tumed out admirably: far better 
than either you or I could possibly have expected, 
reader. He, too, married a most sensible, quiet, lady- 
like little woman: the match was the making of him: 
he became an exemplary domestic character, and a 
trüly active parish-priest (as a pastor, he, to hid dying 
day, conscientiously refused to act). The outside of 
the cup and platter he burnished up with the best 
polishing-powder; the furniture of the altar and temple 
he looked after with the zeal of an upholsterer, — the 
care of a cabinet-maker. His little school, bis littlQ 
church, his little parsonage, all owed their erection to 
bim; and they did him credit: each was a model in its 
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way: if uniformity and taste in arcliitecture Iiad been 
the same thing as consistency and earnestness in religion, 
what a shepherd of a Christian flock Mr. Donne would 
have made! There was one art in the mastery of 
which nothing mortal ever surpassed Mr. Donne — it 
was that of begging. By bis own unassisted efforts, 
he begged all the money for all bis erections. In this 
matter he bad a grasp of plan, a scope of action quite 
unique: be begged of high and low, — of the sboeless 
cottage brat and the coronetted duke: be sent out beg- 
ging-letters far and wide — to old Queen Charlotte, 
to the princesses her daughters, to her sons the royal 
dukes, to the Prince Hegent, to Lord Castlereagh, to 
every member of the ministry then in ofiice; änd, what 
is more remarkable, he screwed sometbing out of 
every one of these personages. It is on record that 
he got five pounds from the elose-iisted old lady, 
Queen Charlotte, and two guineas from the royal pro- 
fligate, her eldest son. Wben Mr. Donne set out on 
begging expeditions, he armed himself in a complete 
8uit of brazen mail: that you bad given a hundred 
pounds yesterday, was, with bim, no reason why you 
should not give two hundred to-day: he would teil you 
fio to your face, and ten to one, get the money out of 
you: people gave to get rid of him. After all, he did 
some good with the cash: he was useful in bis day 
and generation. 

Perhaps I ought to remark, that on the premature 
and sudden vanishing of Mr. Malone from the stage of 
Briarfield parish (you cannot know how it happened, 
reader; your euriosity must be robbed to pay your 
elegant love öf the pretty and pleasing), there came as 
bis successor another Irish curate, Mr. Macarthe.^« 1. 
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am happy to be able to infonn you, with truth^ that 
this gentleman did as much credit to his country as 
Malone Lad done it discredit: he proved himseU as de- 
Cent, decorous, and conscientious, as Peter was ram- 
pant, boisterous, and -^ (this last epithel I choose to 
suppress, because it would let the cat out of the bag). 
He iaboured faithfully in the parish: the schools, both 
Sunday and day-schools, flourished under his sway 
like green bay-trees. Being human, of course he had 
his faults; these, however, were proper, steady-going, 
clerical faults; what many wpuld call virtues: the cir- 
cumstance of finding himself invited to tea with a Dis- 
senter would unhinge him for a week ; the spectacle of 
a Quaker wearing his hat in the church — the thouglit 
of an unbaptized fellow-creature being interred with 
Christian rites — these things could make stränge 
havoc in Mr. Macarthey's physical and mental economy; 
otherwise, he was sane and rational, diligent and 
eharitable. 

I doubt not a justice-loving public will have re- 
marked, ere this, that I have thus far shown a criminal 
remissness in pursuing, catching, and bringing to 
condign punishment the would-be assassin of Mr. Ro- 
bert Moore: here was a fine opening to lead my willing 
readers a dance, at once decorous and exciting: a dance 
of law and gospel, of the dungeon, the dock, and the 
"dead-thraw." You might have liked it, reader, but 
/ should not: I and my subject would presently have 
quarrelled, and then I should have broken down: I 
was happy to find that facts perfectly exonerated me 
from the attempt. The murderer was never punished; 
for the good reason, that he was never caught; the 
result oi the further circumstance, that he was never 
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pursued. The magistrates made a sliufifling, as if they 
were going to rise and do valiant things; but, since 
Moore himself, instead of urging and leading them as 
heretofore, lay still on his little cottage-couch, laaghing 
in his sieeve and sneering with every featare of his 
pale, foreign face, they considered better of it; and, 
after fulfilling certain indispensable forms, prudently 
resolved to let the matter quietly drop: which they 
did. 

Mr. Moore knew who had shot him, and all Briar- 
field knew: it was no other than Michael Hartley, the 
half-crazed weaver once before alladed to, a frantic 
Antinomian in religion, and a mad leveller in politics; 
the poor soul died of delirium tremens a year after the 
attempt on Moore, and Bobert gave his wretched widow 
a guinea to bury him. 



The Winter is over and gone: spring has followed 
with beamy and shadowy, with flowery and showery 
flight: we are now in the heart of summer — in mid- 
June, — the June of 1812. 

It is buming weather: the air is ^eep azure and 
red gold: it fits the time; it fits the age; it fits the 
present spirit of the nations. The nineteenth Century 
wantons in its giant adolescence: the Titan-boy up- 
^oots mountains in his game, and hurls rocks in bis 
wild Sport. This summer, Bonaparte is in the saddle: 
he and his host scour Bussian deserts: he has with 
liim Frenchmen and Poles, Italians and children of the 
Bhine, six hundred thousand strong. He marches on 
öld Moscow: under old Moscow's walls the r^da C^^a»- 
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sack waits him. Barbarian stoicl he waits withont 
fear of the boundless ruin rolling on. He puts bis 
tnist in a snow-cloud: the Wilderness, the Wind, and 
the Hail-Storm are his refuge: his allies are the Cle- 
ments — Air, Fire, Water. And what are these? 
Three terrible Archangels ever stationed before the 
throne of Jehovah. They stand clothed in white, 
girdled with golden girdles; they uplift vials, brimming 
with the wrath of God. Their time is the day of 
vengeanee; their Signal, the word of the Lord of Hosts, 
"thundering with the voice of His excellency." 

"Hast thou entered into the treasures of the snow? 
or hast thou seen the treasures of the hail, which I 
have reserved against the time of trouble, against the 
day of battle and war? 

"Go your ways: pour out the vials of the wrath 
of God upon the earth." 

It Is done: the earth is scorched with fire: the sea 
becomes "as the blood of a dead man:" the Lsrlaods 
fiee away; the mountains are not found. 

In this year, Lord Wellington assumed the reins in 
Spain: they made him Generalissimo , for their owd 
salvation's sake. In this year, he took Badajos, he 
fought the field of Vittoria, he captured Pampeluna, 
he stormed St. Sebastian; in this year, he won Sa- 
lamanca. 

Men of Manchester! I heg your pardon for this 
slight resume of warlike facts: but it is of no con- 
sequence. Lord Wellington is, for you, only a dc- 
cayed old gentleman now : I rather think some of you 
have called him a "dotard" — you have taunted him 
with his age, and the loss of his physical vigour. What 
ßne beroes you are yo\X£a^\N^%\ M^n like you have a 
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right to trample on what is mortal in a demigod. Scoff 
at your ease — your scorn can never break bis grand, 
old beart. 

But come, friends, wbether Quäkers or Cotton- 
printers, let ns hold a Peace-Congress, and let out our 
venom quietly. We bave been talking witb unseemly 
zeal about bloody battles and butcbering generals; we 
arrive now at a triumpb in your line. On tbe 18tb 
of June 1812, the Orders in Council were repealed, 
and the blockaded ports thrown open. You know very 
well — such of you as are old enough to remember — 
you made Yorkshire and Lancashire shake wlth your 
fihout on that occasion: the ringers cracked a bell in 
Briarfield belfry; it is dissonant to this day. The As- 
sociation of Merchants and Manufacturers dined to- 
gether at Stilbro', and one and aU went home in such 
a plight as their wives would never wish to witness 
more. Liverpool started and snorted like a river-horse 
roused amongst bis reeds by thunder. Some of the 
American merchants feit threatenings of apoplexy, and 
had themselves bled: all, like wise men, at this first 
moment of prosperity, prepared to rush into the bowels 
of speculation, and to delve new difficulties, in whose 
depths they might lose themselves at some future day. 
Stocks, which had been accumulating for years, now 
went off in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye; 
warehouses were lightened, ships were laden; work 
abounded, wages rose: the good time seemed come. 
These prospects might be delusive, but they were bril- 
liant — to some they were even true. At that epoch, 
in that Single month of June, many a solid fortune 
was realized. 
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When a whole.province rejoices, the humblest of 
its inhabitants tastes a festal feeling: the sound of 
public bells rouses the most seduded abode, as if with 
a call to be gay. And so Caroline Heistone thonght, 
when she dressed herseif more carefolly than usual on 
the day of this trading triumph, and went, attired in 
her neatest mnslin, to spend the aftenfoon at Field- 
head, there to superintend certain millinery preparations 
for a great event : the last appeal in these matters being 
reserved for her unimpeachable taste. She decided on 
the wreath, the veil, the dress to be wom at the altar; 
she chose varions robes and fashions for more ordinary 
occasions , withont mach reference to the bride's 
opinion; that^lady, indeed, being in a somewbat im- 
practicable mood. 

Louis had presaged difficulties, and he had found^ 
them: in fact, bis mistress had shown berself ex- 
quisitely provoking; putting o£f her marriage day by 
day, week by week, month by month. At first coaxing 
him with soft pretences of procrastination , and in the 
end rousing bis whole deliberate but determined natnre 
to revolt against her tyranny, at once so sweet and so 
intolerable. 

It had needed a sort of tempest-shock to bring her 
to the point; but there she was at last, fettered to a 
fixed day: there she lay, conquered by love, and bonnd 
with a vow. 

Thus vanquished and restricted, she pined, like any 
other chained denizen of deserts. Her captor alone 
could cheer her; bis society only could make amends 
for the lost privilege of liberty: in bis absence, she sat 
or wandered alone; spoke litüe, and ate less. 

She /urthered no ptei^^ations for her nuptials: 



THE WINDING-UP. 401 

Louis was hfmself obliged to direct all arrangements : 
he was virtually master of Fleldhead, weeks before he 
became so nominallj: the least presumptuous , the 
kindest master that &ver was; bitt with his lady ab- 
solute. She abdicated without a word or a struggle. 
"Go to Mr. Moore; ask Mr. Moore," was her answer 
when applied to for Orders. Never was wooer of 
wealthy bride so thoroughly absolved from the sub- 
altern part; so inevitably compelled to assume a para- 
mount charaeter. 

In all this, Miss Keeldar partly yielded to her dis- 
position; but a remark she made a year afterwards 
proved that she partly also acted on System. "Louis," 
she Said, "would never have leamed to rule, if she 
had not ceased to govern : the incapacity of the sovereign 
had developed the powers of the premier." 

It had been inten^ed that Miss Heistone should act 
as bridesmmd at the approaehing nuptials; but For- 
tune had destined her another part. 

She came home in time to water her plants. She 
had perforraed this little task. The last flower attended 
to was a rose-tree, which bloomed in a quiet green 
nook at the back of the house. This plant had received 
the refreshing shower: she was now resting a minute. 
Near the wall stood a fragment of sculptured stone — 
a mankish relic; once, perhaps, the base of a cross: 
she mounted it, that she might better command the 
view. She ^ had still the watering-pot in one band;, 
with the other, her pretty'dress was held lightly aside, 
to avoid trickling drops: she gazed over the wall, 
along some lonely fields; beyond three dusk trees^ 
rising side by side against the sky; beyond a solitary 
thorn , at the head of a solitary lane far off: €.h& %\n:- 

Shirleif. IL ^^ 
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veyed the dusk moors, where bonfires were kindling: 
the Summer evening was warm; the bell-music was 
joyous; the blue smoke of the fires looked soft; their 
red flame bright: above them, in the sky whence the 
sun had vanished, twinkled a silver point — the Star 
of Love. 

Caroline was not unhappy that. evening; far other- 
wise: but as she gazed she sighed, and as she sighed 
a band circled her, and rested quietly on her waist 
Caroline thought she knew who had drawn near: she 
received the touch unstartled. 

^'I am looking at Yenus, mama: see, she is beau- 
tiful. How white her lustre is, compared with the 
deep red of the bonfires!" 

The answer was a closer caress; and Caroline 
turned, and looked, not into Mrs. Pryor's matron 
face, but up at a dark manly visage. She dropped 
her watering-pot, and stepped down from the pe- 
destal. . 

''I have been sitting with 'mama' an hour," said 
the intruder. '^I have had a long conversation with 
her. Where, meantime, have you been?" 

"To Fieldhead. Shirley is as naughty as ever, 
Robert: she will neither say Yes nor No to any ques- 
tion put. She sits alone: I cannot teil whether she is 
melancholy or nonchalant: if you rouse her, or scold 
her, she gives you a look half wistful, half reckless, 
which sends you away as queer and crazed as herseif. 
What Louis will make of her, I cannot teil: for my 
part, if I were a gentleman, I think I dare not under- 
take her." 

"Never mind them: they were cut out for each 
other. Louis, stränge to say, likes her all the better 
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for these freaks: he will manage her, if any one can. 
She tries him, however: he has had a stormy court- 
ship for such a calm character; but you see it all ends 
in victory for him. Caroline, I have sought you to 
ask an audience. Why are those bells ringing?" 

"For the repeal of your terrible law; the Orders 
you hate so much. 'You are pleased, are you not?" 

"Yesterday evening at this time, I was packing 
some books for a sea-voyage: they were the only 
possessions, except some clothes, seeds, roots, and 
tools, which I feit free to take with me to Canada. I 
was going to leave you." 

"To leave me? To leave me?'' 

Her little fingers fastened on his arm: she spoke 
and looked afifrighted. 

"Not now •'— not now. Examine my face; yes, 
look at me well: is the despair of parting legible 
thereon?" 

She looked into an illuminated countenance, whose 
characters were all beaming, though the page itself 
was dusk: this face, potent in the majesty of its traits, 
8hed down on her hope, fondness, delight. 

"Will the repeal do you good: much good — immC" 
diäte good?" she inquired. 

"The repeal of the Orders in Council saves me. 
Now I shall not turn bankrupt; now I shall not give 
up business; now I shall not leave England; now I 
fihall be no longer poor; now I can pay my debts; now 
all the cloth I have in my warehouses will be taken off 
my hands, and commissions given me for much more: 
this day lays for my fortunes a broad, firm founda- 
tion; on which, for the first time in my life, I can se- 
curely build." 
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Caroline devoured bis words: she held bis band in 
bers; sbe drew a long breatb. 

"You are saved? Your heavy difficulties are lifted?" 

"They are lifted: I breatbe: I can act." 

"At last! Ob! Providence is kind. Tbank Hirn, 
Robert." 

"I do tbank Providence." t 

"And I also, for your sake!" Sbe looked up de- 
voutly. 

"Now, I can take more workmen; give better 
wages; lay wiser and more liberal plans; do some 
good; be less selfisb: now^ Caroline, I can bave a 
bouse — a bome wbicb I can truly call mine — and 
now — " 

He paused; for bis deep voice was cbecked. 

"And now,'' be resumed — "now I can think of 
marriage; now I can seek a wife." 

Tbis was no moment for ber to speak: sbe did not 
speak. 

"Will Caroline, wbo meekly bopes to be forgiven 
as «be forgives — will sbe pardon all I bave made her 
suffer — all tbat long pain I bave wickedly caused 
ber — all tbat sickness of body and mind sbe owed to 
me? Will sbe forget wbat sbe knows of my poor 
ambition — my sordid scbemes? Will sbe let me ex- 
piate tbese tbings? Will sbe suffer me to prove tbat, 
as I once deserted cruelly, trifled wantonly, injured 
basely, I can now love faitbfully, cberisb fondly, trea- 
sure tenderly?" 

His band was in Caroline's still: a gentle pressure 
anawered bim. 

"Is Caroline mine?" 

"Caroline is youiB" 
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"I will prize her: the sense of her value is here, 
in my heart; the necessity for her society is blended 
with my life: not more jealous shall I be of the blood 
whose flow moves my pulses, than of her happiness 
and well-being." 

'^I love you, too, Robert, and will take faithfol 
dare of you." * 

"Wül you take faithful care of me? — faithfui care! 
as if that rose should promise to shelter from tempest 
this hard, gray stone. But she will care for me, in 
her way: these hands will be the gentle ministrants 
of every comfort I can taste. I know the being I seek 
to entwine with my own will bring me a solace — a 
charity — a purity — to which, of myself, I am a 
stranger." 

Suddenly, Caroline was troubled; her lip quivered. 

"What flutters my dove?" asked Moore, as she 
nestled to, and then uneasily shrank from him. 

^'Poor mama ! I am all mama has : must I leave her? " 

^'Do you know, I thought of that difflculty: I and 
'mama' have discussed it." 

" Teil me what you wish — what you would like — 
and I will consider if it is possible to consent; but I 
cannot desert her, even for you: I cannot break her 
heart, even for your sake." 

"She was faithful when I was false — was she not? 
I never came near your sick-bed, and she watched it 
ceaselessly." 

"What must I do? Anything but leave her." 

"At my wish, you never shall leave her," 

"She may live very near us?" 

"With US — only she will have her own rooms and 
servant: for this she stipulates her&^U." 
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"You know sbe bas an income, that, with her 
habits, makes her qoite iqdependent?" 

^'She told me that, with a gentle pride tbat re- 
minded me of somebody eise." 

"She is not at all interfering, and incapable of 
gossip.*' 

. "I know her, Gary: but if — instead of being thc 
personification of reserve and discretion — ehe were 
something qaite opposite, I should not fear her." 

" Yet she will be your mother-in-law?" The Speaker 
gave an arch little nod: Moore smiled. 

''Louis and I are not of the order of men who fear 
their mothers-in-law, Gary: our foes never have been, 
nor will be, those of our own househ6ld. I doubt 
not, my mother-in-law will make much of me." 

"That she will — in her quiet way, yoti know. 
She is not demonstrative; and wh§n you see her silent, 
or even cool, you must not fancy her displeased — it 
is only a mai^ner she has. Be sure to let me Interpret 
for her, whenever she pnzzles you: always believe my 
account of the matter, Robert." 

"Oh, implicitly! Jesting apart, I feel that she and 
I will suit — on ne peut mieux. Hortense, you know, 
is exquisitely susceptible — in our French sense of the 
Word — and not, perhaps, always reasonable in her 
requirements; yet — dear, honest girl — I never pain- 
fully wounded her feelings, or had a serious quarrel 
with her, in my life." 

"No: you are most generously considerate — in- 
deed, most.tenderly indulgent to her; and you wiU bc 
considerate with mama. You are a gentleman all 
through, Bobert, to the bone — and nowbere so perfect 
a gentlemaxi as at yoiur own fireside." 
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"An eulogium I like: it is very sweet. I am Well- 
pleased my Caroline should view me in this light." 

"Mama just thinks of you as I do." 

"Not quite, I hope?" 

" She does not want to marry you — don't be vain ; 
but she Said to me the other day, 'My dear, Mr. Moore 
has pleasing manners; he is one of the few gentlemen 
I have Seen who combine politeness with an air of 
sincerity.' " 

"'Mama' is rather a misanthropist, is she not? 
Not the best opinion of the sterner sex?" 

"She forbears to judge them as a whole, but she 
has her exceptions whom she admires. Louis and Mr. 
Hall, and, of late — yourself. She did not like you 
once: I knew that, because she would never speak of 
you. But, Robert — " 

"Well, what now? What is the new thought?" 

"You have not seen my uncle yet?" 

"I have: 'mama* called him into the room. He 
consents conditionally: if I prove that I can keep a 
wife, I may höVe her; and I can keep her better than 
he thinks — better than I choose to boast." 

"If you get rieh, you will do good with your 
money, Robert?" 

"I will do good; you shall teil me how: indeed, 
I have some schemes of my own, which you and I will 
talk ab out on our own heafth one day. I have seen 
the necessity of doing good: I have learned the down- 
right folly of being selfish. Caroline, I foresee what 
I will now foretell. This war must ere long draw to 
a close: Trade is likely to prosper for some years to 
come: there may be a brief misunderstanding between 
England and America, but that mW ivcA. \^^\i% "^\«Js* 
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would you think if, one day — perhaps ere another 
ten years elapse — Louis and I divide Briarfield parisb 
betwixt US? Louis, at any rate, is certain of power 
and property: he will not bury bis talents: be is a 
benevolent fellow, and has besides an intellect. of bis 
own of no trifling calibre. His mind is slow but strongs 
it.must work: it may work deliberately, but it will 
work well. He will be made magistrate of the district— 
Shirley says he shall: she would proceed impetuously 
and prematurely to obtain for him this dignity, if he 
would let her, but he will not; as usual, he will be in 
no haste: ere he has been master of Fieldhead a year, 
all the district will feel his quiet influence, and ac- 
knowledge his unassuming superiority: a magistrate is 
wanted — they will, in time, invest him with the office 
voluntarily and unreluctantly. Everybody admires his 
future wife; and everybody will, in time, like him: he 
is of the *p4te' generally approved, 'bon comme le 
pain' — daily-bread for the most fastidious; good for 
the Infant and the aged, nourishing for the poor, whole- 
some for the rieh. Shirley, in spite of her whims and 
oddities, her dodges and delays, has an infatuated fond- 
ness for him: she will one day see him as universally 
beloved as even she could wish: he will also be univer- 
sally esteemed, considered, consulted, depended on — 
too much so: his advice will be always judicious, his 
help always good-natured' — ere long, both will be in 
inconvenient request: he will have to impose restric- 
tions. As for me, if I succeed as I intend to de, my 
success will add to his and ShirlejTs income: I can 
double the value of their mill-property: I can line 
yonder harren Hollow with lines of cottages , and rows 
of cottage-garäens — " 



-• 
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'^Bobert! And root up the copse?" 

"The copse shall be firewood ere five years c 
the beautifal wild ravine shall be a smooth de 
the green natural terrace shall be a paved street: 
shall be cottages in the dark ravine, and cottaf 
the lonely slopes: the roagh pebbled track shall 
even, firm, broad, black, sooty road, bedded wl 
cinders from my mill: and my niill, Caroline - 
mill shall fill its present yard." 

"Horrible! You will change our blue hill-c< 
air into the Stilbro' smoke atmosphere." 

"I will pour the waters of Pactolus throu^ 
Valley of Briarfield." 

"I like the beck a thousand times better." 

"I will get an act for enclosing Nunnely Coi 
and parcelling it out into farms." 

"Stilbro* Moor, however, defies you, thank H 
What can you grow in Büberry Moss! Wh« 
fiourish on Bushedge?" 

"Caroline, the houseless, the starving, the 
ployed shall come to HoUow's mill from far and 
and Joe Scott shall give them work, and Louis I 
Esq., shall let them a tenement, and Mrs. Gil 
mete them a portion tili the first pay-day." 

She smiled up in his face. 

^^Such a Sunday-school as you will have, 
such collections as you will geti such a day-scl 
you and Shirley, and Miss Ainley, will have to n 
between youl Tlfe mill shall find salaries for a 
and mistress, and the Squire or the Clothier sha 
a treat once a quarter." 

She mutely ofiered a kisS) an oi^^x Xiii^^^^ 
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advantage of, to the extortion of about a hnndred 
klBses. 

"Extravagant day-dreams!" said Moore, with a 
ßigh and smüe, "yet perhaps we may^realize some of 
them. Meantime, the dew is falling; Mrs. Moore, I 
Bhall take you in." 



It is August: the bells clash out again, not only 
through Yorkshire but through England: from Spain, 
the voice of a trampet has sounded long: it now waxes 
louder and louder; it proclaims Salamanca won. This 
night is Briarfield to be illuminated. On this day the 
Fieldhead tenantry dine together; the Hollow's mill 
work-people will be assembled for a like festal pur- 
pose; the schools have a grand treat. This morning 
there were two marriages solemnized in Briarfield 
church, — Louis Gerard Moore, Esq. late of Antwerp, 
to Shirley, daughter of the late Charles Cave Keeldar, 
Esq. of Fieldhead: Robert Gerard Moore, Esq. of Hol- 
low's mill, to Caroline, niece of the Rev. Mathewson 
Heiston, M.A., Rector of Briarfield. 

The ceremony, in the first instance, was performed 
by Mr. Heistone; Hiram Yorke, Esq. of Briarmains, 
giving the bride away. In the second instance, Mr. 
Hall, Vicar of Nunnely, officiated. Amongst the 
bridal train, the two most noticeable personages were 
the youthful bridesmen, Henry Sympson and Martin 
Yorke. 

I suppose Robert Moore 's prophecies were, par- 
tially, at least, fulüHed. Tlaa otVio-t d&y I ^assed up the 
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Hollow, which tradition says was once green, and 
lone, and wild; and there I saw the manufacturer's day- 
dreams embodied in substantial stone and brick and 
ashes — the cinder-black higbway, the cottages, and 
the cottage-gardens; there I saw a mighty mill, and a 
chimney, ambitious as the tower of Babel. I told my 
old housekeeper when I came home where I had been. 
"Ay!" Said she; "this world has queer changes. I 
can remember the old mill being built — the very first 
it was in all the district; and then, I can remember it 
being pulled down, and going with my lake-lasses (com- 
panions) to see the foundation- stone of the new one 
laid: the two Mr. Moores made a great stir about it; 
they were there, and a deal of fine foik beside, and 
both their ladies; very bonnie and grand they looked; 
but Mrs. Louis was the grandest, she always wore 
such handsome dresses: Mrs. Robert was quieter-like. 
Mrs. Louis smiled when she talked: she had a real 
happy, glad, good-natured look; but she had een that 
pierced a body through: there is no such ladies now- 
a-days." 

"What was the Hollow like then, Martha?" 
^'Difierent to what it is now; but I can teil of 
it clean dififerent again: when there was neither mill, 
nor cot, nor hall,-except Fieldhead, within two miles 
of it. I can teil, one summer-evening, fifty years syne, 
my mother Coming running in just at the edge of dark, 
almost fleyed out of her wits, saying, she had seen a 
fairish (fairy) in Fieldhead Hollow; and that was the 
last fairish that ever was seen on this country side 
(though they 've been heard within these forty years). 
A lonesome spot it was — and a bonnie spot — lull 
of oak trees and nut trees. Il ia «Xlw^^ xvo^ •'* 
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The Story is told. I think I now see ihe judicioi 
reader putting on his spectacles to look for the mora 
It would be an insiüt to his sagadtj to offer dire< 
tions. I only say, God «peed him in the quest! 



THE END. 
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